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FADE IN: 

EXT. MAIN STREET -—- MORNING 

A quiet, charming small town. We FOLLOW J.T. MALONE as he 
walks down this almost-unoccupied street as if either for the 
first or last time. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone, a gaunt man of 40, passes by the First Bank of Milan, 
Georgia. 


EXT. PHARMACY - MORNING 

Malone fumbles with the keys, opens the front door and, holding 
it open with his foot, picks up a bundle of newspapers and 
brings it inside. As the door closes, it says: J.T. MALONE, 
PROPRIETOR. 

INT. PHARMACY -— MORNING 


Malone cuts the twine off the newspapers, sets them to one side 
of the counter. 


CLOSE ON THE FRONT PAGE 

The Milan Courier, March 27, 1953. 

VARIOUS ANGLES 

Malone yawns as he puts a filter in the coffee machine. He 
adjusts the thermostat, then raises it some more. Pumps the 
handle to the Coca-Cola machine. 

ANGLE ON FULL-LENGTH MIRROR 

Malone studies himself, pulls at the sides of his trousers 
which hang in folds. Rubs his right hand over his Adam’s 
apple. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

Placing one foot on the scale, Malone thinks better of it and 
goes to the counter where he picks up a liver and iron tonic 


and forces himself to swallow it. 


No sooner does he finish the tonic than Malone passes out on 
the floor behind the counter. 


INT. DR. HAYDEN'S OFFICE - DAY (A WEEK LATER) 


Malone is seated across the desk of DR. KENNETH HAYDEN, who 
does not look Malone directly in the eye. Rather, he fidgets 
with a letter opener, passing it from one hand to another. 


MALONE 
The day I fainted, it was a warm day. 
Probably a case of spring fever. 


DR. HAYDEN 
It’s going around. 


MALONE 
So the reports came in -- am I all 
right? 


The doctor is now looking toward the open window. 


DR. HAYDEN 
We have checked carefully and there 
seems to be something unusual in the 
blood chemistry. 


A FLY is BUZZING around the desk. 
MALONE 
I felt all along you would find a 
touch of anemia. You know I was once 


a med student. 


Dr. Hayden holds the letter opener in his right hand. 


DR. HAYDEN 
In that case we can talk it over 
medically. 
(hurried) 


The red blood cells have a count of 
only two point fifteen million so we 
have an anemia. But that is not the 
important factor. The white blood 
cells are abnormally increased -- the 
count is sixty-one thousand. You 
understand what that means. 


MALONE 
(helpless) 
I can’t quite remember. It’s been a 
long time and I didn’t graduate. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


Dr. Hayden pulls out a thermometer and places it under 
Malone’s tongue. Then he walks over to the window and gazes 
outside. 


DR. HAYDEN 
There is a preponderance of leukocytes 
of a juvenile character. The long and 
the short of it is, we have here a 
case of leukemia. 


Dr. Hayden is sweating, takes out a handkerchief and wipes his 
forehead. Malone removes the thermometer from his mouth. 


MALONE 
I remember a little girl in the 
newspapers and the parents had her 
Christmas in September because she was 
expected soon to die. 

(then) 

Am I going to die with this -- 
leukemia? 


From the next room a CHILD gives a long, raw SHRIEK. Malone 
shudders. 


DR. HAYDEN 
We are both family men and if I were 
you I would get my affairs in order. 


The FLY is still BUZZING. 


MALONE 

(smiles ) 
It’s a peculiar thing. Until this 
winter I always carried plain, 
straight life insurance. But I had it 
converted to the sort of policy that 
gives you retirement pay beginning at 
sixty-five -- there was this ad ina 
Magazine. It’s funny, I’1l have to 
switch it back. 


DR. HAYDEN 
That sounds like a wise decision. 


MALONE 
(still smiling) 
The ads for the retirement plan always 
pictured this middle-aged couple in a 
sunny climate -- Florida or California. 
But I and my wife had planned on a 
little place up in Vermont or Maine. 
(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: (2) 


MALONE (CONT'D) 
Living this far south all your life you 
get pretty tired of sun and glare. 


Suddenly, the screen of words collapses and, unprotected 
before his fate, Malone weeps. 


ANGLE ON DR. HAYDEN 


who looks for guidance at the picture of his own wife and 
children on his desk. He reaches across the desk and pats 
Malone’s hand. 


DR. HAYDEN 
Nothing in this day and age is 
hopeless. Every month science 
discovers a new weapon against 
disease. Maybe soon they will find a 
way to control diseased cells. 

(then) 

There is one good thing -- if anything 
could be called good in this situation 
-- there is not much pain involved. 
And we will try everything. X-rays, 
transfusions, everything. 


Malone blows on his glasses, wipes them, and puts them back 
on. 


MALONE 
Excuse me, Doctor. I guess I’m weak 
and kind of unhinged. I can go to the 
hospital whenever you want me to. 


EXT. MILAN STREETS - AFTERNOON 


Malone walks aimlessly around town, through the shambling, 
crowded slums of the Wedwell cotton mill, through the Negro 
sections, through streets of middle-class houses set in 
careful lawns. 


An absentminded person who seeks something but has already 
forgotten the thing that is lost. 


EXT. MALONE’S BACKYARD 


His capable wife MARTHA and their children -- ELLEN, 12 and 
TOMMY, 9 -- work in the vegetable garden. Malone watches from 
a distance but does not approach, choosing to continue his 
walk. 


INT. FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH - MORNING 

Malone sits among the congregation and listens to DR. WATSON’S 
sermon about death. He looks around at the parishioners, and 
strains his neck to see the sky through one of the windows. 
EXT. MILAN STREET 

After church, Malone walks alone through the business section 
toward the pharmacy. As he turns the corner he hears 
FOOTSTEPS. Feeling uncomfortable, he takes a shortcut through 
an unpaved alley. 

EXT. ALLEY 

The footsteps have ceased but Malone still appears uneasy. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone turns to GLIMPSE a shadow on the wall. He turns so 
suddenly that he collides with his follower. 


ANGLE ON COLORED BOY 


Medium-tall with a muscular body and a face that is sullen in 
repose. Except for his eyes, he looks like any other colored 
boy of 17. 

CLOSE ON A BEAUTIFUL SET OF BLUISH-GRAY EYES 

set in a dark face. A bleak, almost violent look. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Once seen, the rest seems unusual and out of proportion. The 
arms are too long, the chest too broad, the expression 
alternates from emotional sensitivity to deliberate sullenness. 


ON MALONE 

frightened, he steps back a pace. He knows he shouldn’t be. 
The eyes of both are of the same gray-blue and it’s as if the 
two are in a contest to out-stare each other. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

The eyes staring at Malone turn from cold and blazing to a 


look of eerie understanding. As if those eyes know Malone is 
soon to die. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


Without a word, Malone turns and walks down the alley, 
relieved to find ordinary friendly faces at the end. 


INT. PHARMACY - LATE MORNING 


Malone enters to see JUDGE FOX CLANE holding court in front of 
the soda fountain. Dressed in a rumpled, white-linen suit, a 
lavender shirt, and a tie adorned with a pearl stickpin and 
stained with a coffee spot. 


The judge is an enormous man with a red face and a rough halo 
of yellow-white hair. His left hand has been damaged by a 
stroke and he rests it cautiously on the counter edge. This 
hand is clean and slightly puffy from disuse -- while the 
right one, which he uses constantly as he talks, is dingy- 
nailed, with a star sapphire on the ring finger. 


Malone heads toward the compounding room in the back. 


JUDGE 
Be with you in a minute, J.T. 


INT. COMPOUNDING ROOM 


Separated from the rest of the store by a wall of medicine 
bottles. There is just enough room for a rocking chair and 
the prescription table. 


The judge crowds the room until he lowers himself carefully 
into the rocker. Malone pours bourbon in two glasses. 


JUDGE 
Nothing is so musical as the sound of 
pouring bourbon for the first drink on 
a Sunday morning. Not Bach or 
Schubert or any of those masters my 
grandson plays... 


The judge drinks slowly, savoring the taste, while Malone 
gulps his down. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
J.T., have you ever stopped to 
consider that the South is in the 
vortex of a revolution almost as 
disastrous as the War Between the 
States? 


Malone pours himself another drink and adds more bourbon to 
the judge’s glass. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


MALONE 
I'd not considered that, no. 


JUDGE 
The wind of revolution is rising to 
destroy our very foundations. The 
poll tax will soon be abolished and 
every ignorant Nigra can vote. Then, 
a minimum-wage law so outrageous that 
it will be the death knell of the 
rural South. The Federal Housing 
Projects are already the ruination of 
real estate. They call it slum 
clearance -- but who makes the slums, 
I ask you? 


The judge takes his cigar case out of Malone’s cabinet and 
hands two cigars to Malone to prepare. As Malone clips them 
and returns the case to the cabinet -- 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
And mark my words, those same Federal 
apartment buildings -- modern and 
Northern as they are -- will turn to 
slum in ten years’ time. 


It’s obvious from his demeanor that J.T. Malone has listened 
to the old judge for many years. 


MALONE 
(reflective) 
I have a serious request to ask of 
you. I want to draw up my will. 


JUDGE 
Always glad to oblige, J.T. Is there 
anything particular? 


MALONE 
Oh, no, just the usual thing -- but I 
want it done as soon as you can get to 


ate 

(then) 
The doctors say I don’t have too long 
to live. 


ON THE JUDGE 
who stops rocking and puts down his glass. 


JUDGE 
Why, what on earth! What’s wrong with 
you, J.T.? 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: (2) 


Malone pours 


MALONE 
(somehow relieved) 
Seems I have a blood disease. 


JUDGE 
A blood disease! Why, that’s 
ridiculous. I remember your father 
who had his wholesale pharmacy on the 
corner of Twelfth and Mulberry in 
Macon. And your mother I remember, 
too -- she was a Wheelwright. You 
have the best blood in this state in 
your veins, J.T., and never forget 
that. 


MALONE 
Yes, but the doctors -- 


JUDGE 
Oh, doctors, never let them intimidate 
you. Some years ago when I had that 
little seizure, Doc Tatum began his 
alarmist talk. No liquor or cigars or 
even cigarettes. Seems like I had 
better learn to pick up a harp or 
shovel coal. But I spoke up and 
followed my own instincts. 


MALONE 
Yes, but -- 


JUDGE 
Here I am as hale and hearty as a man 
my age could wish to be. And poor 
Doc, I was a pallbearer at his 
funeral. 


himself another drink. 

MALONE 
The slide showed it was leukemia. And 
the blood count showed a terrible 


increase in leukocytes. 


JUDGE 
Leukocytes. What are they? 


MALONE 
White blood cells. 


JUDGE 
Never heard of them. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: (3) 


MALONE 
But they’re there. 


The judge massages the silver part of his cane. 


He lifts his 


JUDGE 
J.T., have you ever noticed that when 
someone has a failing, that fault is 
the first and foremost thing he 
attributes to another? Say a man is 
greedy... greed is the first thing he 
accuses in others, or stinginess... 
that is the first fault a stingy man 
can recognize. 


MALONE 
I know, but I don’t see... 


JUDGE 
I’m getting around to that. If you 
ask me, that Dr. Hayden looks sickly. 
Maybe he’s got that leukemia. 


MALONE 
(relieved) 
It’s true that Hayden has very thin 
arms. Maybe you’re right. 


JUDGE 
All the same it’s a fact you look 
peaked these days. Liver is excellent 
for the blood. Crisp fried calves 
liver smothered in onion sauce. 


glass. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
And this is the best tonic. J.T., you 
are just tense and intimidated. 


BOY’S VOICE 
Judge Clane. 


ANGLE ON GROWN BOY 


A tall, fat Black boy of 16 who does not have his share of 
sense. Dressed in a light blue suit that is too tight for him 
and narrow pointed shoes that make him walk in a gingerly 


crippled way. 


Although a handkerchief shows in his breast 


pocket, he wipes his running nose with his hand. 


(CONTINUED ) 


10. 
CONTINUED: (4) 


GROWN BOY 
It’s Sunday. 


The judge reaches in his pocket and gives him a ocoin. As 
Grown Boy limps eagerly toward the fountain, he calls back in 
a sweet low voice -- 


GROWN BOY (Cont'd) 
Much obliged, Judge Clane. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge looks with pity at Malone, but when the pharmacist 
turns back to him, he avoids his glance and massages his cane 
again. 


JUDGE 
Grown Boy eats his cone without ever 
having to worry that with each hour we 
approach our final end. 


Malone closes his eyes. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Here I sit, a ruin of an old man, a 
stricken field on death’s old 
battleground. For seventeen years 
Since the death of my son, I have 
waited. 


Malone opens his eyes, stares at the wall of prescription 
bottles, the light flickering in one of them. 


MALONE 
I have often thought of him. And 
grieved for you. 


CLOSE ON BOTTLE 
As the judge speaks, we see VARIOUS IMAGES -- 
FLASHBACK: THE NIGHT SKY - A FALLING STAR 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
The bright night he was born I saw a 
remarkable falling star. It arched 
clear across the January sky. Miss 
Missy had been eight hours in labor 
and I groveled before the foot of her 
bed, praying and crying. 
(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED ) 


11. 
CONTINUED: 


JUDGE (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
Then Doc Tatum collared me and jerked 
me to the door, saying, ‘Get drunk in 
the pantry or go in the yard,’ And 
that’s when I saw the falling star, 
and it was just then that Johnny, my 
son, was born. 


FLASHBACK: QUAIL COOKING IN A FRYING PAN. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 

It was four o’clock and I fried Doc 
some quail. You know something 
uncanny, J.T.? 


FLASHBACK: A HUGE CHRISTMAS TREE WITH BIG COLORED LIGHTS 


JUDGE (V.O.) 

We had quail for dinner that last 
Christmas. Johnny had gone hunting 
the Sunday before. Ah, the patterns 
of life -- 


MALONE (V.O.) 
Maybe he was cleaning his gun. 


FLASHBACK: INT. JUDGE’S HOUSE AT CHRISTMAS TIME - VARIOUS 


JUDGE (V.O.) 

A son of such beauty and promise -- 
not yet twenty-five and graduated 
magna cum laude. A beautiful young 
wife and a baby on the way. Anda 
thousand acres of the best peach land. 

(then) 
It wasn’t his gun. It was my pistol. 


MALONE (V.O.) 
It was probably a fleeting depression. 


FLASHBACK: COURTROOM 


A black man stands in shackles. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
Sometimes I think it was to spite me. 
That very day we were quarreling. 


MALONE (V.O.) 
Every family quarrels. 


(CONTINUED ) 


12. 
CONTINUED: 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
It was something inconsequential, 
about a black man it was my duty to 
sentence. 


MALONE (V.O.) 
You are blaming yourself needlessly. 


FLASHBACK: THE JUDGE’S LIVING ROOM - WITH JOHNNY 
JUDGE (V.O.) 

We were at the table with coffee and 
cigars -- the ladies were in the 
parlor -- and Johnny got more and more 
excited and shouted something and ran 
upstairs. 

FLASHBACK: EXT. JUDGE’S SNOW-COVERED HOUSE 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
We heard the shot a few minutes later. 


A GUNSHOT. 
INT. PHARMACY, COMPOUNDING ROOM - DAY (RETURN TO PRESENT) 
The judge sits silently. Malone sees the sorrow on his face. 


MALONE 
Your grandson is the image of his 
father. It must be of great comfort 
to you. 


The judge mouths his cigar before he answers. 


JUDGE 
Comfort -- anxiety -- he is all that 
is left. 
(then) 


Three months later Jester’s mother 
died in childbirth. If she had only 
been taken to Johns Hopkins. But 
Clanes have always been born at home. 


MALONE 
Mirabelle used to come to the 
drugstore every afternoon. She craved 
sweets. 


JUDGE 
Six months after that, my beloved Miss 
Missy died. 
(MORE) 
(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


FLASHBACK: 


13. 


JUDGE (CONT'D) 
A purer woman never lived. The 
doctors said the cancer was in 


remission. 
MALONE 
(quietly) 
Doctors. 
JUDGE 


Then the following year I’m at the 
country club. 


EXT. GOLF COURSE - DAY 


The judge swings a club. His Grandson, age 7, stands a few 


yards away. 


The colored Caddy, also 7, stands nearby. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - THE JUDGE 


lying face-down in a pond. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
And I had one of those falling-out 
spells. 

JUDGE (V.O.) 


Drowning with nothing but a seven-year- 
old boy and a little colored caddy to 
save me. How they hauled me out I 
don’t know. So I went to Johns 
Hopkins, where they said I had 
suffered a stroke. 

(then) 
To make matters worse, I was told I 
had sugar in the blood and that means 
diabetes. 


INT. PHARMACY, COMPOUNDING ROOM - DAY (RETURN TO PRESENT) 


MALONE 
(changing the subject) 
Perhaps Jester will study for the law 
and enter politics. 


JUDGE 
(violently) 
No! I don’t want the boy in law or 
politics. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


Malone has a 


ON MALONE 


14. 


MALONE 
Jester is a boy who could make his 
career in anything. Perhaps medicine, 
then. 


JUDGE 
With all respect to the medical 
profession, doctors don’t even know 
what death is. Death is cunning. It 
corners around sideways, J.T. Watch 
for it every day, it won’t come. 


sudden thought. 


MALONE 
Have you ever seen a blue-eyed Nigra? 
I don’t mean the weak-eyed blue of old 
colored people. I mean the gray-blue 
of a young colored boy. 


JUDGE 
I know the nigger you’re thinking of. 


MALONE 
He startled me. Who is he? 


JUDGE 
Just a nigger around town. He gives 
massages and caters -- a jack-of-all- 


trades. And a well-trained singer. 


MALONE 
I ran into him in an alley behind the 
store. 

JUDGE 


Sherman Pew, that’s the nigger’s name. 


The judge’s emphasis seems more than a bit peculiar. 


MALONE 
Well, he gave me a shock. 


JUDGE 
I’m thinking of taking him on as a 
houseboy. 

MALONE 


I never saw such strange eyes. Can 
you trust him? 


(CONTINUED ) 


15. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


JUDGE 
Who else can I trust more than the 
colored caddy who saved my life? 


Malone is surprised but his feelings are unchanged. 


MALONE 
I wouldn’t hire that colored boy, but 
maybe you know best, Judge. 


JUDGE 
For years I put up with injections 
from those public nurses. Insulin is 
a delicate, mysterious thing and has 
to be administered by someone mighty 
intelligent and conscientious, needles 
boiled and so forth. 


MALONE 
I guess it’s those cold blue eyes. 


JUDGE 
A woods colt, something wrong between 
the sheets. He was left a foundling 
in the Holy Ascension Church. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Jester, speaking of the devil -- 


JOHN JESTER CLANE stands in the room with the sunlight from 
the street behind him. Wearing jeans and a striped jersey, he 
is a slight, limber boy of 17 with auburn hair and a fair 
complexion. Jester is accompanied by his dog, a boxer named 
Tige. 


JESTER 
(excited) 
I soloed, Grandfather. 
(then) 
Hey, Mr. Malone, how are you today? 


Tears of remembrance, pride and alcohol come to the judge’s 
weak eyes. 


JUDGE 
Soloed did you, darling? How did it 
feel? 


(CONTINUED ) 


16. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


JESTER 
(considers ) 
I expected to feel lonely and somehow 
proud. But all I did was watch the 
instruments. I guess I just felt 
responsible. 


The judge turns to Malone. 


JUDGE 
Imagine, J.T. A few months ago he 
announced, ‘Grandfather, I am taking 
flying lessons.’ Saved his own money, 
made all the arrangements. 
(strokes Jester’s thigh) 
Didn’t you, Lambones? 


JESTER 
It’s nothing to it. Everybody ought 
to be able to fly. 


JUDGE 
(grieving) 
What authority prompts the young folks 
these days to act on such unheard of 
decisions? It was never so in my day 
or yours, J.T. Can’t you see now why 
I am so afraid? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester deftly removes the judge’s drink and hides it ona 
corner shelf. Malone notices this and is offended on the 
judge’s behalf. 


JESTER 
It’s dinner time, Grandfather. The 
car is just down the street. 


The judge rises ponderously with his cane and the dog starts 
for the door. 


JUDGE 
Whenever you’re ready, Lambones. 


At the door he turns to Malone. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Don’t let the doctors intimidate you, 
J.T. Death is the great gamer with a 
sleeve of tricks. 


(CONTINUED ) 


17. 
CONTINUED: (4) 


The judge presses his cheek to Malone’s and exits. 
INT. PHARMACY 
Malone stands ready to close the door and overhears -- 
JESTER 
Grandfather, I do wish you wouldn’t 
call me Lambones or darling in front 
of strangers. 
Malone does not like this comment one bit. 
JUDGE 
Stranger? 
(then) 


Poor J.T., it’s such a shocking thing. 


Malone quickly closes the door and returns to the compounding 
room. 


INT. PHARMACY, COMPOUNDING ROOM 

Malone sits with the compounding pestle in his hands. 

CLOSE ON PHOTO ON WALL 

An old man, Mr. Greenlove, with the same pestle in his hands. 
ON MALONE 


He shivers. He empties the judge’s cigar ashes. Then he 
fondles the pestle again. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The blue-eyed NIGGER stands before Malone, holding a bunch of 
keys on a silver ring. 


MALONE 


drops the pestle in surprise. Stares at those blazing blue 
eyes. 


NIGGER 
I found this just outside the door. 


MALONE 


(almost recovered) 
They’re not mine. 


(CONTINUED ) 


18. 
CONTINUED: 


NIGGER 
I noticed Judge Clane and his boy was 
here. Maybe they’re theirs. 


He drops the keys on the table, then stoops down to pick up 
the pestle and hands it to Malone. 


MALONE 
Much obliged. I’11 inquire about the 
keys. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone, cold with loathing and hatred, watches the boy leave 
and jaywalk across the street. 


When the PHONE RINGS, Malone is slow to pick up and speaks in 
a soft voice. 


MALONE (Cont'd) 

Malone’s Drugstore. 

(recognizing) 
Hi honey. Yes, I’m on my way. 

(then) 
Would you mind picking me up? I’m too 
tired to walk today. 

(finally) 
I have something to tell you, it’s 
about what the doctor said. 


INT. PHARMACY 


Malone prepares to lock up and as he waits for his wife he 
begins to cry. Soft, slow tears. 


MALONE 
Father, Father, please help me. 


No sooner does he say this than the CLOCK at the bank across 
the street begins to CHIME. 


MALONE’S POV - THE CLOCK 


Through his tears he can see the clock but cannot make out the 
time -- the hands are missing. 


ON MALONE 


He wipes his eyes, composes himself, and waits for his wife. 


19. 


INT. JUDGE’S HOUSE, DINING ROOM - HALF PAST NOON 


VERILY, the 50ish Negro cook, opens the shutters to illuminate 
the dining room, then rings the dinner chimes. 


The dog is the first to respond, running into the room. 
CLOSE ON LADLE (A FEW MOMENTS LATER) 

as Verily carefully pours soup into the judge’s bowl. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge and Jester are at the table. The judge eats 
greedily, sipping buttermilk between swallows of bread. 

Jester takes a spoonful of soup and then holds a glass of iced 
tea to his cheek and forehead. Verily awaits a verdict. 


JESTER 
It’s just right, Verily. 


JUDGE 
(to Jester) 
Eat the liver, son, you ought to have 
liver at least once a week. 


JESTER 
Yes, Grandfather. 


The judge takes a newspaper from his lap and places it on the 
table next to his grandson. 


JUDGE 
The Atlanta Constitution today 
referred to me as a reactionary. 


JESTER 
I’m sorry. 
JUDGE 
It’s nothing to be sorry about. I’m 


glad! 


Jester seems agitated. He’s grown tired of this subject, 
knows what’s coming. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
A reactionary is a citizen who reacts 
when the age-long standards of the 
South are threatened. 


(CONTINUED ) 


20. 
CONTINUED: 


JESTER 
Why are you always harping on 
segregation? 


JUDGE 
(annoyed) 
Why, Jester, you’re joking. 


Jester pushes the newspaper back toward his grandfather. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
How would you like to see a hulking 
Nigra boy sharing a desk with a 
delicate little white girl? 


JESTER 
How about a hulking white girl sharing 
a desk with a delicate little Negro 
boy? 


JUDGE 
You’re right, Lambones, such communist 
ideas are just too preposterous to 
consider. 


Jester glances to see that Verily is out of the room. 


JESTER 
That’s not what I meant. I can’t see 
why colored people and white people 
shouldn’t mix as citizens. 


JUDGE 
Oh, son! 


For a moment, Jester notices his grandfather’s distress and 
feels a tremor of sympathy. 


JESTER 
Grandfather, what do you see in that 
picture? 


ANGLE ON PAINTING OVER MANTELPIECE 


A Southern scene of a peach orchard and a Negro shack and a 
cloudy sky. 


JUDGE (0.S.) 


I lost a small fortune with these 
pretty peach trees. 


(CONTINUED ) 


21. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


JESTER (0.S.) 
But what do you actually see? 


JUDGE (0.S.) 
Why, there’s an orchard and clouds and 
a Nigra shack. 


JESTER (0.S.) 
Do you see there between the shack and 
the trees a pink mule? 


JUDGE (0.S.) 
A pink mule? Why naturally not. 


JESTER (0.S.) 
It’s a cloud, but it looks to me 
exactly like a pink mule with a gray 
bridle. 


BACK TO SCENE 


JUDGE 
(staring) 
I don’t see it. 


Verily enters the room with corn pudding. 


VERILY 
They’re galloping upward, a whole sky 
of pink mules. 
(then) 
Why, mercy, what’s the matter with you 
all. You ain’t scarcely touch your 
dinner. 


JESTER 
(to both of them) 
All my life I saw the picture just as 
Great Aunt Sara intended it. And now 
I can’t see what I’m supposed to. I 
try to look back -- but it’s no use. 
It’s still a pink mule. 


JUDGE 
Do you feel dizzy, Lambones? 


Verily understands, and beneath the surface, so does the 
judge. 


JESTER 
I’m just trying to explain that this 
picture is a sort of -- symbol. 
(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


22. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


JESTER (CONT'D) 
All my life I’ve seen things like you 
and the family wanted me to see them. 
But this summer I have different 
thoughts, different feelings. 


Verily smiles reassuringly and leaves the room. The judge is 
anxious. 


JUDGE 
That’s only natural, son. 


JESTER 
(repeats) 
A symbol. I used to have ideas 
exactly like everybody else. And now 
I have my own. 


JUDGE 
Such as? 


JESTER 
For one thing, I question the justice 
of white supremacy. 


No response from the judge. 


JESTER (Cont'd) 
All my life I have worshipped you, 
Grandfather. I thought you were the 
wisest, kindest man on earth. I saved 
everything in print about you. 


This piques the judge’s attention. 


JESTER (Cont'd) 
I always thought you ought to be 
President. 


The judge glows with warmth and self-pride. 
FLASHBACK: INT. HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES - DAY 


A Black Man stands before Congress, who offer him a standing 
ovation. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
I was so proud of you when that Negro 
from Cuba made a talk to Congress. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


ANGLE ON YOUNGER JUDGE 


23. 


seated amongst the standing congressmen, puffing on a cigar, 


his feet propped up. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
The other congressmen were standing 
and you sat back further in your 
chair. I thought it was wonderful, 
but now I can see it was rude and bad 
manners. 


INT. JUDGE’S HOUSE, DINING ROOM (RETURN TO PRESENT) 


The judge’s crippled arm tightens around his cane. 
JUDGE 
Far sharper than a serpent’s tooth it 
is to have a thankless child. 


JESTER 


I’m not your child. I’m your grandson 


and my father’s child. Sometimes I 
wonder why my father -- did what he 
did. 


The judge is shocked, reaches for the dinner bell. 


JUDGE 
What did you mean by that? 


JESTER 
Nothing. Except it is natural to 
wonder about my father’s death, under 
the circumstances. 


The judge rings the dinner bell and Verily enters. 


JUDGE 
Verily, bring a bottle of that 
elderberry wine Mr. Malone brought me 
for my birthday. 


VERILY 
Right now, today, sir? 


She NOTICES the uneaten dinner. Before she can speak -- 


JUDGE 
It’s delicious. I just have a mite 
of -- 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


24. 
CONTINUED: 


JUDGE (CONT'D) 
(to Jester) 
-- indigestion. 


INT. STAIRWAY 


The judge makes his way up the stairs. Jester follows, 
holding an open bottle of wine and two glasses. 


JUDGE 
Son, has it ever occurred to you that 
I am not a wealthy man any longer? 


JESTER 
You lost money with the peaches. 
Don’t worry, I can manage. 


JUDGE 
West Point is free and I could get you 
an appointment. 


JESTER 
I don’t want to be an army officer. 
(announces ) 
I like music and flying. 


JUDGE 
Well, go to West Point and enter the 
Air Corps. Anything you can get from 
the Federal Government you ought to 
take. God knows they’ve done enough 
damage to the South. 


JESTER 
I don’t have to decide about the 
future until next year. 


The two men stop at the attic door. The judge removes a key 
from his pocket, holds it in the air. 


JUDGE 
What I was pointing out, son, is my 
finances are not what they used to be. 
But if my plans materialize, then one 
day you will be a very wealthy man. 


The judge opens the attic door. 


JESTER 
What plans, Grandfather? 


25. 


INT. ATTIC 


The two are seated beside several old steamer trunks. Both 
sip elderberry wine. 


JUDGE 
It’s a plan to rectify an immense 
historical injustice. 


The judge leans toward his grandson, almost whispers. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Think, son. Think about World War I 
and World War II. What happened to 
the German mark after the armistice? 
Did the Germans burn their money? Did 
the Japanese make bonfires of their 
currency after their defeat? 


Jester is bewildered by the old man’s vehemence. 


JESTER 
No. 


JUDGE 

In any civilized nation, the victor 
allows the vanquished to restore in 
the interest of common economics. 

(then) 
Jester Clane, the currency of a 
conquered nation is always redeemed -- 
devalued, but left in circulation. 
The lira in Italy, the yen, the mark -- 
all were redeemed. 


JESTER 
You brought me into the attic to tell 
me that? 

JUDGE 


But what happened after the War 
Between the States? 


JESTER 
The slaves were freed. 


JUDGE 
The backbone of our cotton economy 
vanished, gone with the wind. 
Remember how we cried at that picture 
show? 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


26. 


JESTER 
L. didn’ tcry. 


JUDGE 
But back to the issue. Not only was 
our economy deliberately wrecked, but 
the Federal Government invalidated 
every cent of Confederate currency. 


JESTER 
I read that they used to burn the 
bills for kindling. 


The judge sits silent for a moment. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge fumbles with the padlock. The trunk opens. It’s 
filled with neatly-stacked bundles of Confederate bills. 


JESTER (Cont'd) 
It would be a fortune if it was real. 


JUDGE 
One of these days it will be, if my 
strength and vision can make it so. 


Jester just stares at his grandfather. 


Jester wants 
gesture. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Think of the billions squandered by 
the Federal Government during the last 
hundred years. The wars, the public 
spending. Our currency should have 
been redeemed. Don’t you see that, 
Lamb? 


JESTER 
Well it wasn’t and it’s too late now. 


to leave. But his grandfather holds him with a 


JUDGE 
It’s never too late. And if I win the 
next election I will have a bill 
introduced in the House of 
Representatives to redeem all 
Confederate monies, with the proper 
cost-of-living adjustment. 


Jester can’t believe his ears. 


(CONTINUED ) 


27. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
It will be for the South what FDR 
intended to do in his New Deal. 


He grabs hold of his grandson’s arm, excited. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
And you, Jester, will be looking at 
ten million dollars. 


JESTER 
(now impressed) 
How did that much money accumulate? 


JUDGE 

(proud) 
There are ancestors of vision in our 
family. Never forget that. Your 
great-great-grandmother, traded for 
Confederate money, swapping now and 
then a few eggs and produce -- once I 
remember her telling me she swapped a 
laying hen for three million dollars. 
I will never forget her saying, ‘It 
will come back, it’s bound to.’ 


JESTER 
But it never has. 


JUDGE 
Until now, you wait and see. 


Jester holds a stack of bills in his hand, then places it back 
in the trunk. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Do you remember how, when you were a 
little boy, you used to call me 
Grandy? 


JESTER 
I remember everything. 


The judge grasps Jester’s hand and presses it to his cheek. 
JUDGE 
After your father’s death I realized 
the one quality more important than 


justice -- 


Jester’s attention is always held by any reference to his 
father and his death. 


(CONTINUED ) 


28. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Passion. 


JESTER 
(embarrassed) 
Passion? Did my father have passion? 


The judge evades his question. 


JUDGE 
Young people of your generation have 
no passion. They have cut themselves 
off from the ideals of their 
ancestors. 


JESTER 
What ideals. 


JUDGE 
Once, when I was in New York, I saw a 
Nigra man sitting at a table with a 
white girl. I left that day and never 
went back. 


JESTER 
I wouldn’t have minded at all. 


JUDGE 
That’s what I mean, you have no 
passion. 
ANGLE ON JESTER 
as he heads for the door. 
JESTER 


Goodbye, Grandfather. 


JUDGE 
(desperate) 
Son! I mean, Grandson! 


The judge seeks desperately for words that will bridge the 
chasm that opened in the last two hours. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
You know, Jester, I could see the pink 
mule you were talking about. 


The admission alters nothing and they both know it. Jester’s 
pity toward his grandfather mingles with remorse. 


(CONTINUED ) 


29. 
CONTINUED: (4) 


JESTER 
I’m glad you know how I stand. I’m 
glad I told you. I love you anyway -- 
Grandy. I’11 be back later. 


Before the old man can speak, Jester is gone. 

EXT. AIRPORT - LATE AFTERNOON 

Jester ascends the runway into the blue Milan sky. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 

Jester’s plane is silhouetted against a beautiful sunset. 
INT. JUDGE’S HOUSE, LIBRARY - NIGHT 


The old man snoozes in his high-back leather chair as Jester 
returns. 


ON JESTER 
who pauses a moment, watching his grandfather sleep. 
INT. JESTER’S BEDROOM 


Jester flings himself on his bed. Within moments he is 
overtaken by a SOUND -- a tune from far away played ona 
PIANO, and a dark VOICE singing. 


ON JESTER 
as he sits up, trying to make out the song and the voice. 
JESTER’S POV 


out the window, into the night. It’s a blues tune, voluptuous 
and grieving, coming from the lane behind the judge’s 
property. The jazz sadness blossoms. 

EXT. JUDGE’S HOUSE 


Jester slips out of the house unnoticed. The music’s coming 
from the third house down the lane. 


EXT. SHERMAN’S HOUSE 


Jester approaches the front door and knocks, then knocks 
again. The music stops and the door opens. 


(CONTINUED ) 


30. 
CONTINUED: 


ON JESTER 
unprepared for what he would say or to whom he would speak. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The Negro with the blue eyes stands facing him, cold blazing 
eyes. 


JESTER 


is hit with fear, then love, and finally, maybe, passion. 
Still not knowing, Jester enters the house and shuts the door. 


EXT. MALONE’S HOUSE - NIGHT 


The JAZZ has started again, only now we are LOOKING THROUGH 
Malone’s front window into his living room. 


Malone is saying something to his wife Martha, and when he is 
through speaking she begins to cry -- then stops herself long 
enough to give her husband a hug. Malone responds, taking 
Martha in his arms. 


EXT. MILAN STREET 
Malone walks alone, his head down. 
EXT. JUDGE’S HOUSE 


Malone is let into the house by Verily. The JAZZ still 
playing. 


MALONE (V.O.) 
I told my wife, about that... 
leukemia. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
Liver shots, J.T. And toddies. 


MALONE (V.O.) 
Doctors always say ‘we’ -- ‘we have 
here a case of leukemia.’ 


JUDGE “(V.s0%2') 
I’1ll bet you’re glad you didn’t finish 
medical school. Where is that Jester? 
He doesn’t dance, doesn’t drink 
liquor, doesn’t even go with girls as 
far as I know. You think I ought to 
call the police? 


(CONTINUED ) 


oh i¢ 
CONTINUED: 


MALONE (V.O.) 
It’s not late enough to worry about. 
He’1l be home soon. 


INT. SHERMAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT 


Jester stands before the Negro in the foyer. His voice 
trembles. 


JESTER 
Excuse me. Who are you and what was 
that song you were singing? 


SHERMAN (NIGGER) 
(creepy) 
If you want the ice-cold truth, I 
don’t know who I am or any of my 
antecedents. 


JESTER 
(enthusiastic) 
You mean you are an orphan. Why, so 
am I. Don’t you think that’s sort of 
a sign? 


SHERMAN 
No. You know who you are. Now why 
did you come busting in here? 


JESTER 
I didn’t come busting in. I knocked 
and said ‘Excuse me,’ and we got into 
a conversation. 


Sherman is suspicious and very much on guard. 


SHERMAN 
We didn’t get into any conversation. 


JESTER 
You were saying how you didn’t know 
about your parents. 


SHERMAN 
The sober, ice-cold truth is, I was left 
in a church pew and therefore I was named 
Pew, in that somewhat Negroid and literal 
manner, according to the Nigerian race. 
My first name is Sherman. 


32.6 


INT. LIVING ROOM 


Without a word, Sherman goes to the piano and begins to sing 
and play. The same song as before. Jester is clearly moved. 


Sherman nods his head for Jester to sit down. 
ON JESTER 

who sits and listens. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 


As soon as the song is finished, Sherman measures two stout 
drinks from a once-handsome decanter. As he pours: 


SHERMAN 
Lord Calvert’s, bottled in bond, 
ninety-eight percent proof. 
(hands one to Jester) 
I don’t serve rotgut to my guests. 


JESTER 
I can see you do not. 


Jester holds out a package of cigarettes. 


JESTER (Cont'd) 
I smoke like a chimney, and drink wine 
practically every day. 


SHERMAN 
I only drink Lord Calvert’s. 


JESTER 
Why were you so rude and ugly when I 
first came in here? 


SHERMAN 
You have to be mighty careful about 
skitzes these days. I actually knew 
one. 


JESTER 
(impressed) 
You knew a schizophrenic? 


SHERMAN 


Nobody you would know. He was a 
Golden Nigerian. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


23% 


JESTER 
(the sound is romantic) 
A Golden Nigerian? 


SHERMAN 
That’s a club I belonged to. It was a 
kind of protest against racial 
discrimination and with the very 
highest aims. First, we registered 
for the vote, and if you don’t think 
that takes nerve in this country you 
don’t know nothing. Each of us got a 
little cardboard coffin slipped under 
his door. 


Jester thinks about this, seems jealous. 


JESTER 
I wish I had been there when you went 
to register. 


SHERMAN 
No you wouldn’t. You would’ve been 
the first to chicken. 


JESTER 
I resent that. 
(then) 
How do you know? 


SHERMAN 
Little Bo-Peep told me so. 


Jester is hurt, but admires Sherman’s answer. 


JESTER 
Did many chicken out? 


SHERMAN 
That’s how we all knew Happy Henderson 
was a skitz. Happy was a Golden 
Nigerian and chief active member in 
charge of Christmas donations and he 
mugged an old lady on Christmas eve. 
He was just a skitz and didn’t know 
what he was doing. 


JESTER 


I feel the sincerest sympathy for 
crazy people. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: (2) 


SHERMAN 
(corrects him) 


The profoundest sympathy. That’s what 


we said on the flowers... We sent his 
folks a wreath when he got 
electrocuted. 


Jester is appalled. 


JESTER 
Electrocuted? 


SHERMAN 

(matter-of-fact) 
Naturally, mugging an old white lady 
on Christmas eve. Turned out Happy 
had been in institutions half his 
life. There was no motive. In fact, 
he didn’t even snatch the old lady’s 
purse. Just blew a fuse and went 


skitz. The lawyer from the state made 


a case about mental institutions and 
poverty and pressures... but in spite 
of everything, Happy was fried. 


JESTER 
I think it’s simply terrible to refer 


to a friend and fellow member as being 


‘fried.’ 


SHERMAN 
Well he was. 
(then) 
Let’s converse about something more 
cheerful. Allow me to show you the 
finer amenities of Zippo Mullins’ 
apartment. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


34. 


Sherman points out each piece in the crowded, fancy, dreary 


room. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 


This rug is pure Wilton and the hide-a- 


bed sofa cost one hundred and eight 
dollars secondhand. 


Jester eyes the three-quarter-size sofa. Sherman strokes an 
iron alligator with an electric light bulb in its gaping jaws. 


(CONTINUED ) 


35. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
A housewarming present from Zippo’s 
aunt, not too modern or attractive, 
but it’s the thought that counts. 


Jester is relieved by the spark of humanness in his newfound 
friend. 


JESTER 
Absolutely. 


SHERMAN 
The end tables are genuine antique as 
you can see. The plant was my 
birthday gift from Zippo. 


Sherman doesn’t point out the red lamp with ragged fringes, 
two obviously broken chairs and other sad-looking pieces. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
who says nothing to damage Sherman’s dignity. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
I wouldn’t have anything happen to 
this apartment. When I’m alone here 
at night I don’t hardly open the door. 


JESTER 
Why? 


SHERMAN 
Afraid I might be mugged and the 
muggers would haul off the furniture. 
You see, I’m Zippo’s house guest. 
(the air of a host) 
Let’s proceed to the rest of the 
apartment. 


ANGLE ON KITCHENETTE 
The two walk toward the refrigerator. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
Look at the kitchenette, see the most 
modern conveniences. 


He opens the door for Jester. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
The bottom compartment is for 
crispies... 
(MORE ) 
(CONTINUED ) 


36. 
CONTINUED: (4) 


SHERMAN (CONT'D) 
crisp celery, carrots, lettuce, et 
cetera. 
(opens a drawer) 
We keep caviar in this section. Last 
Christmas we had champagne iced in 
this compartment. 


Jester is mystified. 


JESTER 
I never tasted caviar, nor champagne 
either. 


SHERMAN 
Personally I just guzzle it. 
(then) 
And look, a genuine electric beater... 
plugs in right here. 


ANGLE ON BEATER 


Sherman plugs in the beater, which begins to beat furiously. 
Jester steps back. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
A Christmas gift to Zippo from yours 
truly. I bought it on credit and have 
the best credit record in town. 
Sherman senses Jester’s boredom. 


INT. BEDROOM 


The boys stand before twin beds, each with a rose-colored 
spread. Sherman strokes one of them appreciatively. 


SHERMAN 
Pure rayon silk. 


ANGLE ON PORTRAITS 


over each of the beds, one of an elderly woman, the other of a 
dark young girl. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
Zippo’s mother and sister. 


Sherman still strokes the bedspread. Jester studies the 
girls portrart. 


JESTER 
She’s a nice-looking girl. 


(CONTINUED ) 


37. 
CONTINUED: 


CLOSE ON SHERMAN 
His face becomes hard. 


SHERMAN 
Jester Clane, if you ever have the 
teeniest lewd lascivious thought about 
Cinderella Mullins I’1l1 string you up 
by your heels, tie your hands, light 
fire to your face and watch you roast. 


Jester’s hands grip the headboard tightly. 


JESTER 
I only said... 


SHERMAN 
Any further wisecrack and I will make 
the slowest barbecue that anybody ever 
made, smothering up the flames so it 
will last and keep on lasting. 


JESTER 
I don’t see why you talk so ugly, 
especially to somebody you just met. 


SHERMAN 
When it’s a question of Cinderella 
Mullins’ virtue, I talk how I please. 


Jester thinks for a moment. 
JESTER 


Are you in love with Cinderella 
Mullins, passionately, I mean? 


SHERMAN 
One more word and I’1l have you fried 
in Atlanta. 

JESTER 


I think all this talk about 
electrocution and roasting people is 
childish. 

(now the stinging blow) 
In fact, I suspect it’s because you 
have a limited vocabulary. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


It worked. He’s properly stung. 


(CONTINUED ) 


38. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


SHERMAN 
(shouts ) 
Limited vocabulary. 
(a long beat) 
What does the word ‘stygian’ mean? 


ON JESTER 
who thinks, then has to admit -- 


JESTER 
I don’t know. 


SHERMAN 
-.- and epizootical and 
pathologinical. 


JESTER 
Isn’t pathologinical something about 
being sick? 


SHERMAN 
No, I just made it up. 


JESTER 
It’s utterly unfair to make up words 
when you are testing another person’s 
vocabulary. 


SHERMAN 
For chrissake, less change the 
subject. You wish me to sweeten your 
Calvert's? 


JESTER 
Sweeten? 
(sips it) 
It’s kind of bitter and hot. 
SHERMAN 
I wonder more and more if you come 
from Mars. 
Without biting back, Jester follows Sherman from the bedroom. 
INT. LIVING ROOM 
As Sherman pours himself another: 
JESTER 


What was that you were singing before? 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


39. 


SHERMAN 
Just plain jazz. But this afternoon I 
was practicing genuine Simon-pure 
German lieder. 


JESTER 
What’s that? 


SHERMAN 
(all ego) 
Lieder, goofy, means song in German 
and German means German, like in 
English. 


ANGLE ON PIANO 


as Sherman plays the lieder. Jester trembles. The voice is 
high and pure and sweet. 


JESTER 
What does it mean? 


SHERMAN 
It’s a love song. This youth is 
singing to his maiden, something like, 
‘The two blue eyes of my beloved, I’ve 
never seen anything like them. 


~ 


JESTER 
It sounds like a love song to 
yourself. Kind of creepy. 


SHERMAN 
(happy) | 
German lieder is creepy. That’s why I 
specialize in it. 


JESTER 
Personally, I adore music, 
passionately. Last winter I learned 
the ‘Winter Wind’ etude. Would you 
like me to play it? 


Sherman is unwilling to share his musical laurels. 


ON SHERMAN 


SHERMAN 
No. Besides, I doubt you have very 
good tone. 


moving on to another subject. 


(CONTINUED ) 


40. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
I really wanted to sing Tristan at the 
Metropolitan Opera House but the role 
is not adaptable to me. In fact, most 
of the roles at the Metropolitan are 
severely limited for people of my 
race. 


JESTER 
It must give you a funny feeling not 
knowing who your mother was. 


SHERMAN 
Once you get accustomed to it, it 
don’t bother you at all. 


EXT. PORCH 


The two are now seated on the front porch. The SOUND of 
CRICKETS is all around. Fireflies flicker on the small lawn. 


JESTER 
I was just wondering, since you have a 
voice like yours, if your mother 
wouldn’t be Marian Anderson? 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
who soaks up compliments, but who now is truly impressed. 
JESTER (Cont'd) 
Toscanini said she had a voice like 
once in a century. 


Sherman so embraces the idea he wants to keep it to himself. 


SHERMAN 
When are you going home? 


Jester refuses to take the hint. 


JESTER 
Have you ever heard Marian Anderson 
sing ‘Were You There When They 
Crucified My Lord’? 


SHERMAN 
Spirituals, that’s another item that 
makes me blow a fuse. 


(CONTINUED ) 


41. 
CONTINUED: 


JESTER 
I cry when I hear them. Two golden, 
once-in-a-century voices, that’s what 
yours are. 


SHERMAN 
Well, why did she abandon me? 


JESTER 
She might have fallen in love, 
passionately, I mean, with this white 
prince. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman’s voice is mild but firm. 


SHERMAN 
Never say ‘white’ just out like that. 
Say Caucasian, otherwise you would 
refer to my race as colored or even 
Negro, while the proper name is 
Nigerian or Abyssinian. Otherwise you 
might hurt people’s feelings. 


JESTER 
I see. 


SHERMAN 
Of all places, why did Marian Anderson 
leave me at the Holy Ascension Church 
in Milan, Georgia? 


Sherman does not wait for an answer but instead gets up and 
goes back inside the house. Jester follows. 


INT. LIVING ROOM 


Sherman’s back at the piano, pounding on middle C, over and 
over. Jester is perplexed and a bit frightened. 


SHERMAN 
How many vibrations are there in the 
treble? 

JESTER 
I don’t even know what you’re talking 
about. 


(CONTINUED ) 


42. 
CONTINUED: 


SHERMAN 
The teeny infinitesimal sounds that 
vibrate when you strike middle C or 
any other note. 


CLOSE ON PIANO 


Again, Sherman pounds on middle C, first with the right 
forefinger, then with the left. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
How many vibrations do you hear in the 
bass? 


JESTER 
None. 


SHERMAN 
There are sixty-four in the treble and 
another sixty-four in the bass. 


JESTER 
What of it? 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
possessed. Hits a low and a high note. 


SHERMAN 
I’m just telling you I hear every 
teeniest vibration in the whole 
diatonic scale from here -- 
(indicates ) 
-—-— to here. 


ON JESTER 
whose new friend has gone off the deep end. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
I’m talking about my race, goofball, 
and how I register every single 
vibration that happens to those of my 
race. I call it my black book. 


JESTER 
(gets it) 
You are talking about the piano as a 
sort of symbol. 


Jester is delighted at his own understanding. 


(CONTINUED ) 


43. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


SHERMAN 
Symbol. Yeah man, that’s right. 


FLASHBACK: EXT. BACK ROAD - DAY 
Four Black teenagers rip an Aunt Jemima sign from a pole. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
When I was fourteen a crowd of us got 
in a rage against the Aunt Jemima 
signs, so we decided to tear them off. 


COPS 
have the boys in handcuffs. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
Upshot... cops caught us in the middle 
and all four of the gang was sent to 
jail, sentenced to two years on the 
road for destroying public property. 


A YOUNGER SHERMAN 
running away. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
I wasn’t caught because I was just a 
lookout, but what happened is in my 
black book. 


FLASHBACK: EXT. ROCK QUARRY - DAY 
Black men lying on the ground. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
One guy died from overwork, another 
came back a living zombie. Some broke 
their legs with hammers so they 
wouldn’t be worked to death. One of 
them was a kid that was caught on the 
Aunt Jemima signs. 


INT. LIVING ROOM (BACK TO PRESENT) 
Jester remembers. 
JESTER 
I read that in the paper and it made 


me sick, but is that the solemn truth, 
was he one of those Golden Nigerians? 


(CONTINUED ) 


44. 
CONTINUED: 


SHERMAN 
(defensive) 
I didn’t say that. I said he was 
somebody I knew, and that’s what I 
mean by vibrations. I vibrate with 
every injustice. 


JESTER 
I would too, if I were of your race. 


SHERMAN 
No you wouldn’t. 


JESTER 
I resent that. 


SHERMAN 
Well resent, resent, resent. When are 
you going home? You fatuous, fair, 
redheaded boy. 


Jester runs his hand down his rib cage. 


JESTER 
I’m not a bit fat. 


SHERMAN 
Fat-u-ous. Since you have such a 


putrid vocabulary, that means fool, 
fool, fool. 


Jester heads for the door, waving off Sherman. 


JESTER 
(screams ) 
Oh, sticks and stones... 


He runs out the door. 
EXT. REBA’S HOUSE - NIGHT 
Jazz MUSIC OVER. 


An ordinary-looking house on a nondescript Milan street, but 
there’s nothing ordinary about its being the local whorehouse. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester practically runs up the driveway and knocks on the door 
with the firm rap of anger. 


45. 


INT. REBA’S HOUSE 
A WHORE-LADY stands in the foyer. 


WHORE 
How old are you, boy? 


JESTER 
(determined) 
Twenty-one. 
WHORE 


What would you like to drink? 


JESTER 
Thanks a million, but I’m on the wagon 
tonight. 


The whore-lady shows Jester upstairs. The jazz continues. 


INT. UPSTAIRS BEDROOM 


Jester lies in bed with a Woman with orange hair and gold in 


her teeth. She pulls him on top of her. 
CLOSE ON JESTER 
who closes his eyes hard and IMAGINES -- 
A soft, blonde-haired Woman with blue, flickering eyes. 
BACK TO SCENE 
as Jester becomes a man, we can also see -- 
DISSOLVE 
INT. SHERMAN’S HOUSE 


Sherman in SOFT-FOCUS, composing a letter: “Dear Marian 
Anderson.” 


INT. JUDGE’S HOUSE, KITCHEN —- EARLY MORNING 


TO: 


The old man is properly dressed as is his custom, although he 
could not manage the shoestrings so he left them flopping. 
The gray of the dawn sky is changing to the rose and yellow of 


sunrise. 


(CONTINUED ) 


46. 
CONTINUED: 


ANGLE ON STOVE 
The judge hums a song without a tune as he puts on the coffee. 


Then he selects four brown eggs from the icebox and carefully 
cracks them. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
A photo of the judge and Miss Missy hangs to the left of the 
kitchen table. As the EGGS CRACKLE in the pan, the judge is 
transfixed on the photo and tears come to his eyes. 
FLASHBACK: EXT. CEMETERY - DAY 
At her funeral, the MINISTER says -- 
MINISTER 

There’s an old Indian saying, ‘How can 

the dead be truly dead when they are 

still walking in my heart?’ 


INT. JUDGE’S HOUSE, KITCHEN (BACK TO PRESENT) 


JESTER (0.S.) 
The eggs are burning, Grandfather. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
who composes himself and hurries toward the stove. 
JUDGE 
They’re just fine, son. 
(then ) 


Where were you last night? 


Jester doesn’t answer. He opens the icebox and pours some 
orange juice. 


JESTER 
Grandfather, whether you realize it or 
not, I’m a grown man now. 


JUDGE 
I need a cigar. 


As he prepares the first cigar of the day -- 


JESTER 
Grandfather, have you ever read ‘The 
Kinsey Report’? 


(CONTINUED ) 


47. 
CONTINUED: 


JUDGE 
(almost cuts his finger 
off) 
It’s tomfoolery and filth. 


JESTER 
(corrects him) 
It’s a scientific survey. 


JUDGE 
Science, my foot. I have been an 
observer of human sin and nature for 
seventy years, and I never saw 
anything like that. 


JESTER 
Maybe you ought to put on your 
glasses. 

JUDGE 
How dare you sass me, John Jester 
Clane. 

JESTER 


A bold, invaluable, scientific survey 
of the sexual activities in the human 
male. 


FLASHBACK: INT. JUDGE’S OFFICE - DAY 
The judge, wearing reading glasses, leafs through ‘The Kinsey 
Report’, which hides behind the covers of ‘The Decline and 


Fall of the Roman Empire’. He appears delighted. 


INT. JUDGE’S HOUSE, KITCHEN (RETURN TO PRESENT) 


JESTER 
(cocksure) 
It proves that boys my age have sexual 
affairs, boys even younger -- if 


they’re passionate I mean. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge dishes out eggs to his grandson, then lights his 
cigar and paces the room, leaving his food to get cold. 


JUDGE 
The pornography of an impotent, dirty 
old man. I had it banned at the 
public library. 


(CONTINUED ) 


48. 
CONTINUED: 


ON JESTER 
stunned, appalled. 


JESTER 
Why? 


JUDGE 
Because in my day we went to church 
and attended Baptist Youth meetings 
and had a raring good time. We went 
courting and danced the waltz. And in 
those days I was one of the best 
dancers in Flowering Branch, limber as 
a willow and the very soul of grace. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jester scarfs down his eggs. 


JESTER 
The more I listen to you the more I 
wonder if you came from Mars. 


The judge ignores this, explains -- 


JUDGE 
As the leading citizen in Milan, I am 
responsible that innocent eyes are not 
offended nor the calm heart troubled 
by such a book. 


Jester gets up to leave. Gives this comment serious thought. 
Then -- 


JESTER 
Mars. 


JUDGE 
You think I’m off another planet. 
(builds to a shrill) 

Well, let me tell you this, John 
Jester Clane, I’m not off on another 
planet, I’m right here on this earth 
where I belong and want to be. I’m 
rooted in the very center of the 
earth. I may not be immortal yet, but 
you wait and see, my name will be 
synonymous with George Washington or 
Abraham Lincoln... more beloved than 
Lincoln’s, for I am the one who will 
redress the wrongs in my country. 


(CONTINUED ) 


49. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


JESTER 
Oh, the Confederate money... I’m off 
now. 
JUDGE 
(desperate) 


Wait, son, this colored boy is coming 
today and I thought you would screen 
him with me. 


Jester does not want to be there when Sherman arrives, and 
begins to leave. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
(one final plea) 
He’s a responsible boy, and he will 
help me with my diet, give me my 
injections, open my mail, and be my 
general amanuensis. He will be a 
comfort to me. 


JESTER 
(defiant) 
If that Sherman Pew is a comfort to 
you, just let me know. 


The judge wants to punish his grandson. His voice is shrill. 
JUDGE 

He will read to me... immortal poetry. 
Not trash that I had to ban from the 
library. Because as a responsible man 
I’m determined that things in this 
town are going to be in order, and 
this country too, and the world if I 
can accomplish it. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

Jester slams out of the kitchen. 


EXT. MILAN STREET 


Jester walks through the town, overly dressed for the morning. 


EXT. PHARMACY 


Jester waits for the bus to the airport. Happy, confident, 
free, he lifts his arms and flaps them for a moment. 


(CONTINUED ) 


50. 
CONTINUED: 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


J.T. Malone sees this gesture through the window of the 
pharmacy and shakes his head. 


INT./EXT. AIRPLANE - DAY 


It’s an open Moth that Jester is flying, and the wind pulls 
his red hair backward from his scalp, seeming to lift his 
spirits. 


VARIOUS 


Jester flies circles around his hometown, looking down as best 
he can at his own house. Could Sherman have arrived yet? 


INT. JUDGE’S HOUSE, LIBRARY - DAY 


We are CLOSE on the judge’s thigh as an injection is 
administered. PULL BACK to reveal Sherman cleaning off the 
needle and placing it and the insulin carefully in their case. 
The judge appears most pleased. 


JUDGE 
Don’t worry, it’s not catching. 


SHERMAN 
I know all about diabetes. My brother 
had it. We weighed his food on a 
teensy little balancing scale. Every 
morsel. 


The judge wonders a second about this but says nothing. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
I know about calories too, sir, on 
account of Zippo Mullins’ sister went 
on a diet. I whipped the fluffy 
mashed potatoes with skim milk for her 
and made sucaryl Jello. Yessireebob, 
I know all about diets. 


JUDGE 
(very direct) 
Do you think you would make me a good 
amanuensis? An amanuensis is a kind 
of secretary. 


Sherman is beaming, his voice soft with enchantment. 


(CONTINUED ) 


51. 
CONTINUED: 


SHERMAN 
Oh, a super-duper secretary. I would 
adore that. 


The judge tries to hide his pleasure. 


JUDGE 
I have quite a voluminous 
correspondence, serious, profound 
correspondence and little niggling 
letters. 


SHERMAN 
I write a lovely hand. 


JUDGE 
(insistent) 
Penmanship is most indicative. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
as he reflects on the night before. 


SHERMAN 
Last night I wrote a letter that 
lasted to the wee hours. 


JUDGE 
A love letter? My beloved wife always 
said I wrote the most precious love 
letters in the world. 


SHERMAN 
No. It was more of a finding letter. 
(then, timidly) 
What kind do you wish me to write 
today? 


JUDGE 
It’s a letter concerning my grandson. 
A letter of petition, you might say. 
I am asking an old friend and fellow 
congressman to put my boy up for West 
Point. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
The judge closes his eyes and places his thumb and forefinger 
over his eyelids, thinking profoundly. It is a gesture almost 


of pain. Sherman is concerned that perhaps the injection went 
poorly. 


(CONTINUED ) 


52. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


SHERMAN 
Head hurt? 


The judge jerks and straightens himself. 


JUDGE 
Mercy no, I was just composing the 
structure. Thinking to whom I’m 
writing and the various circumstances 
of the individual’s past and present. 


SHERMAN 
(relieved) 
Who is he? 
JUDGE 


Senator Thomas of Georgia. Address 
him: Washington, D.C. 


Sherman dips the pen in the inkwell three times and 
straightens the paper precisely, thrilled at the thought of 
writing to a senator. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
My Dear Friend and Colleague, Tip 
Thomas. 


Sherman dips the pen in ink again and writes with a flourish. 


SHERMAN 
Yes, sir? 
JUDGE 
Be guiet, I’m thinking... proceed now. 


Sherman is busy writing. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
(stops him) 
Don’t write that. When I say 
‘proceed’ and things like that, don’t 
actually write them. 


SHERMAN 
I was just taking dictation. 


JUDGE 
But, by God, use common sense. 


Sherman tries to understand. 


(CONTINUED ) 


53. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
He draws a long breath. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Let’s start at the very beginning. 
The salutation reads: My Dear Friend 
and Colleague, Tip Thomas. Get that? 


SHERMAN 
I shouldn’t write the ‘get that,’ 
should I? 

JUDGE 


Of course not. 


The judge wonders if his amanuensis is as brilliant as he 
supposed, and Sherman wonders if the old man is nuts. They 
regard each other with mutual suspicions of mental inadequacy. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
The art of a true amanuensis is to 
write down everything, but not to 
record personal reflections. In other 
words, things that go on in my mind 
that are more or less extraneous to 
the said document. 


Sherman is thinking the job is not what he had imagined. 


SHERMAN 
I understand, sir. 


JUDGE 
(simply) 
Not many people understand me. 


SHERMAN 
You mean you want me to read your mind 
about what to write in the letter and 
what not to. 


JUDGE 
(indignant) 
Not read my mind, but gather from my 
intonation which is pertinent and 
which is rumination. 


SHERMAN 
I’m a wonderful mind-reader. 


(CONTINUED ) 


54. 
CONTINUED: (4) 


JUDGE 
You are intuitive? Why so am I. 


Sherman appears quite pleased with his job once again. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
(sternly) 
Back to the letter. ‘It has recently 
come to my attention that...’ 


The gilt CLOCK in the library SOUNDS twelve strikes. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
It’s noon. At noon I interrupt my 
endeavors to have the first toddy of 
the day. 
(adding) 
The privilege of an old man. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman stands in anticipation. 


SHERMAN 
Do you wish me to prepare it for you? 


JUDGE 
That would be most kindly, boy. Would 
you like a little bourbon and branch 
water? I’m not a solitary drinker. 


SHERMAN 
(delighted) 
I'd be very pleased, sir. What 
measure drink do you like? 


JUDGE 
Half and half, and don’t drown it. 


SAME SCENE (A FEW MINUTES LATER) 


CLOSE on judge, who takes one sip and smacks his lips 
blissfully. Then, entre nous: 


JUDGE 
My friend Tip Thomas took to himself a 
helpmate. I mean by this, he took to 
himself a second wife. As a rule I 
don’t approve of second marriages, but 
when I think about it I say, ‘Live and 
let live.’ You understand, boy? 


(CONTINUED ) 


55. 
CONTINUED: 


SHERMAN 
No, sir. Not exactly, sir. 


JUDGE 
I wonder if I should overlook the 
second marriage and talk about his 
first wife. Talk in praise about his 
first wife and not mention the second. 


SHERMAN 
Why mention either of them? 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 


He leans his head back, reflects. 


JUDGE 
The art of letter writing is like 
this... You first make gracious 


personal remarks about health and 
wives and so forth, and when that’s 
covered, you come plumb to the real 
subject. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 


The two understand one another. The judge raises his near- 
empty glass and clinks it against Sherman’s full drink. 


EXT. ATRPORT RUNWAY - DAY 

The landing is bumpy, but when Jester takes off his helmet and 
jumps out with careful grace, he wishes someone were there to 
see him. 

EXT. PHARMACY 

Jester gets off the bus at the corner and surveys the town. 
VARIOUS 

On the next block is the Wedwell Spinning Mill. From the 
basement window the heat from the dye vats makes wavy lines in 
the sweltering air. 

Jester strolls around the business section. Pedestrians stay 


close to the awnings as it is the time of day when their 
shadows cast on the glittering sidewalk. 


(CONTINUED ) 


56. 
CONTINUED: 


His unaccustomed coat makes him very hot as he walks about. 
He waves to people he knows and blushes when HAMILTON 
BREEDLOVE of the First National Bank tips his hat -- very 
likely because of the coat. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
who circles back to Malone’s Drugstore. 


On the corner near the bus stop, a town character called WAGON 
sits in the shade of the awning with his cap on the sidewalk. 
The light-colored Negro lost both legs in a sawmill accident. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


When Jester drops a nickel in the cap, he NOTICES quite a few 
coins there, and even a fifty-cent piece. The half dollar is 
a decoy Wagon always uses in hope of further generosity. 


WAGON 
How you do today, uncle? 


JESTER 
Just toll’able. 


Grown Boy, who often shows up at dinner time, stands there 
just watching. Today Wagon has fried chicken instead of his 
usual side-meat sandwich. He eats with the lingering delicate 
grace with which colored people eat chicken. 


GROWN BOY 
Why don’ you gimme a piece of chicken? 


WAGON 
Go on, nigger. 


GROWN BOY 
Or some biscuits and molasses? 


WAGON 
I ain’t payin’ no mind to you. 


GROWN BOY 
(insists) 
Or a nickel for a cone? I carry you 
here every day. 


WAGON 


Go on, nigger. You come before me 
like a gnat. 


(CONTINUED ) 


57. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


Smiling. So it would go, Jester knew. The hulking, dim- 
witted colored boy begging from the beggar. Tipped panama 
hats, the separate fountains for white and colored in the 
courthouse square, the trough and hitching post for mules, 
muslin and white linen and raggedy overalls. Milan. Milan. 
Milan. 


INT. PHARMACY 


Jester enters the dank-smelling drugstore and faces J.T. 
Malone, who stands behind the fountain in his shirtsleeves. 


JESTER 
May I have a Coke, sir? 


ON MALONE - HIS THOUGHTS 


Malone REMEMBERS the way Jester flapped his arms when he was 
waiting for the airport bus. 


BACK TO SCENE 


Jester moseys over to the scales and stands on them as Malone 
makes up the Coca-Cola. 


MALONE 
Those scales don’t work. 


JESTER 
Excuse me. 


Malone watches Jester and just wonders about him. He silently 
apologizes because the pharmacy scales don’t work. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


who can feel Malone’s thoughts. But he has THOUGHTS of his 
own. Milan. Some people were content to live and die in 
Milan with only brief visits to relatives in Flowering Branch, 
Goat Rock, or even smaller towns nearby. Some people were 
content to live their mortal lives and be buried here. Jester 
Clane was not one of those. Jester prances with irritation as 
he waits and Malone watches. 


ANGLE ON COKE 
Frosty-beaded on the counter. 


MALONE 
Here you are. 


(CONTINUED ) 


58. 
CONTINUED: 


JESTER 
Thank you, sir. 


Malone goes to the compounding room as Jester sips on his icy 
Coke, still brooding. He moves idly to the open doorway. 


EXT. PHARMACY 


Jester, Coke in hand, gazes at the flame-blue sky and the 
burning afternoon sun. The WHISTLE BLOWS from the Wedwell 
Mill. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Wagon has only two pieces of chicken left -- the neck and the 
back. With loving delicacy he starts on the neck which has as 
many stringy bones as a banjo and is just as sweet. 

GROWN BOY 


is still hounding Wagon. 


GROWN BOY 
Just a teeny bit. 


He looks yearningly at the back and his hand reaches toward it 
a little. 


ON WAGON 


who swallows quickly and spits on the back to ensure it for 
himself. 


ON GROWN BOY 


very much angered by this. As Jester watches him, he sees the 
dark, covetous eyes fix on the change in the begging cap. 


ON JESTER 


suddenly crying out -- but the CLANGING of the town CLOCK 
stifles his warning. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Grown Boy dives for the coins in the begging cap and runs. 


WAGON 
(screams ) 
Git him, git him! 


(CONTINUED ) 


59. 
CONTINUED: 


Wagon lifts himself on his sawed-off legs with the leather 
“shoes,” and jumps from leg to leg in helpless fury. 


JESTER 
takes chase after Grown Boy. 
VARIOUS 


The Hands from the mill, seeing a white-coated white man 
running after a nigger, join in the chase. 


The COP on Twelfth and Broad hastens to the commotion. 


Jester catches Grown Boy by the collar and struggles to seize 
the money from his fist. 


More than a half dozen people join the fray, although none 
knows what it’s about. 


SOMEONE 

Git the nigger. Get the nigger 

bastard! 
THE COP 
parts the melee with his billy stick and finally cracks Grown 
Boy on the head as he struggles in terror. Few hear the blow, 
but Grown Boy limpens instantly and falls. 
THE CROWD 
steps back a bit. There is only a thin trickle of blood on 
the black scalp, but the greedy, lively, wanting boy who never 
had his share of sense lies on the Milan sidewalk... forever 
stilled. 
JESTER 


throws himself on the black boy. 


JESTER 
(pleads ) 
Grown? 
SOMEONE 
He’s dead. 
JESTER 
Dead? 


(CONTINUED ) 


60. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


COP 
(knows ) 
Sorry, son. 
(after a beat) 
Break it up, you all. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The cop makes a call from the telephone booth at the pharmacy, 
then returns to the scene. Only Jester remains near the body. 


JESTER 


(to cop) 
Is he really dead? 


Jester touches Grown Boy’s face. 


COP 
Don’t touch him. 


The cop takes out his notebook and begins to question Jester, 
whose head looks like a gas balloon. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


An ambulance SHRILLS in the static afternoon. An INTERN leaps 
out and puts his stethoscope to Grown Boy’s chest. 


COP (Cont'd) 
Dead? 


INTERN 
As a doornail. 


JESTER 
Are you sure? 


The intern looks at Jester and NOTICES his panama hat that has 
been knocked off. 


INTERN 
Is this your hat? 


The white-coated interns carry the body to the ambulance. It 
is all so callous and swift and dreamlike that Jester turns 
slowly toward the drugstore, his hand on his head. The cop 
follows him. 


EXT. PHARMACY 


Wagon is still eating his spat-on back. 


(CONTINUED ) 


61. 
CONTINUED: 


WAGON 
What happened? 


COP 
Dunno. 


JESTER 
(light-headed) 
I feel funny. 


INT. PHARMACY 
Jester is seated with his head between his legs. 


JESTER 
It was all my fault. If I hadn’t been 
chasing him and those people piling in 
on top of us... and why did you hit 
him so hard? 


COP 

(to himself as much as 

to Jester) 
When you are breaking up a crowd with 
a billy stick you don’t know how hard 
you are hitting. I don’t like 
violence any more than you do. Maybe 
I shouldn’t even have joined the 
force. 


INT. JUDGE’S HOUSE, LIBRARY 
The judge is on the phone with Malone. 


JUDGE 

(repeats) 
Grown Boy killed in a street brawl... 
and Jester in on the fight? 

(turns to Sherman) 
Sherman, will you drive to Mr. 
Malone’s drugstore and pick up my 
grandson? 


INT. KITCHEN 
The judge enters, places his drink on the counter. 


JUDGE 
Verily, I have some serious news. 


(CONTINUED ) 


62. 
CONTINUED: 


ANGLE ON VERILY 
It only takes one look at the judge’s face -- 


VERILY 
Somebody daid? 


When the judge does not answer -- 


VERILY (Cont'd) 
Sister Bula? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Both wait, the judge to talk, Verily to listen. 


JUDGE 
(finally) 
Grown Boy. 


Verily flings her apron over her head and sobs loudly. 


VERILY 
(as if to explain) 
And in all these years that child 
never had his share of sense. 


The judge tries to comfort her with bear-like pats. 
EXT. PHARMACY 


The cop leads Jester to the car and explains to Sherman what 
has happened. 


INT. CAR (TRAVELING) 
Sherman at the wheel, Jester in a daze beside him. 


SHERMAN 
Well, Grown Boy has always been just a 
feeb, and in my case, if I was just a 
feeb, I’d be glad if it happened to 
me. I put myself in other people’s 
places. 


JESTER 
(disgusted) 
I do wish you would shut up. 


63. 


INT. MALONE’S HOUSE, KITCHEN -—- MORNING 

Malone is up quite early and fries himself a pan of liver. 
With a knife and fork he slices it right there in the pan, 
then eats it, bite by bite, hoping the heat will mask its 
taste. No such luck. 

EXT. PHARMACY - MORNING 

Malone unlocks the door and flips the sign to read OPEN. 
EXT. PHARMACY - EVENING 

Malone locks up, flips the sign to read CLOSED. 

INT. MALONE’S HOUSE, BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Malone lies awake beside Martha, who is sound asleep. He 
looks at her face, peaceful and calm, then turns toward the 
glass of water on his nightstand. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

He opens the drawer and removes a bottle of Tuinal. Placing 
one of the jewel-bright capsules in his mouth, Malone drinks 
half a glass of water. He studies the bottle a moment, then 


takes another capsule, then another. 


Malone studies the water, thinking how much more he would need 
to swallow the entire bottle. 


INT. PHARMACY - THE FOLLOWING DAY 


Malone is unshaven and assists a Mother in the purchase of a 
Eurotone bed-wetting device. 


ANGLE ON HERMAN KLEIN 


the jeweler next door. As usual, he takes a sandwich to the 
compounding room, where he has a snifter hidden from his wife. 


THE WOMAN 
pushes a button. The Eurotone makes a PIERCING SOUND. 


MALONE 
(watching Klein more 
than the Woman) 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


64. 
CONTINUED: 


MALONE (CONT'D) 
I’ve sold a lot of these devices but 
the main thing I’ve always felt about 
toilet training is the cooperation of 
the child. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
A Matron studies a display of surgical stockings. 
ON MALONE 


No one seems to have leukemia. He watches in disgust as 
Herman Klein eats his sandwich and swigs his whiskey. 


ANGLE ON FRONT DOOR 


As Malone stares at the CLOSED sign on the back of the door, 
it MORPHS to TWELVE YEARS EARLIER (1941). 


A delicate YOUNG WOMAN enters, tears streaming down her face. 
A YOUNGER MALONE sees none of the other Patrons as the tiny 
slip of a young thing rushes to him. 

ANGLE ON COUNTER STOOLS 

The young Malone cradles her head with one hand as he removes 
a cinder from her eye. His white fingers set the gauze down 
on the counter. END FLASHBACK. 

EXT. MALONE’S HOUSE - AFTERNOON 


Malone, in his white linen coat, enters through the gate in 
his backyard. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The vegetable garden is now fully-grown. Purple cabbages, 
carrots, turnip greens and tomatoes. 


ANGLE ON GATE 


As Malone studies his garden, the Lank brood, all seven of 
them, descend upon the garden and begin picking vegetables. 


MALONE 
Leave some for us, please. 


The children pick a few tomatoes and run off as fast as they 
came. 


(CONTINUED ) 


65. 
CONTINUED: 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Malone looks toward the kitchen window. 


MALONE (Cont'd) 
Sugar. 


MARTHA 
Yes, hon. 


MALONE 
Have you seen the vegetable garden? 


MARTHA 
Of course I’ve seen it, hon. We’ve 
been eating out of it all summer. 
What’s the matter with you? 


INT. MALONE’S DINING ROOM 


Malone sits with Martha and the children. He barely touches 
his meatloaf and potatoes. 


MARTHA 
I’ve been telling you all summer that 
the vegetables were home-grown. 


ANGLE ON CHILDREN 
Ellen and Tommy rush their dinner and are about to bolt. 


MARTHA (Cont'd) 
You ought to chew, darlings. 
Otherwise nobody knows what intestinal 
trouble lies in wait for you. When I 
was a girl they had the Fletcher cure, 
you were supposed to chew seven times 
before you actually swallowed. If you 
continue to eat like fire horses... 


CHILDREN 
(running) 
Excuse me... 


They run from the house, leaving J.T. Malone and his wife to 
sit quietly with one another. 


After a long moment -- 


(CONTINUED ) 


66. 
CONTINUED: 


MALONE 
I sold another Eurotone today. I 
don’t think I want to carry them 
anymore. 


Malone rises from the table. 


MALONE (Cont'd) 
I’m going to call Mr. Harris to take 
over the pharmacy for the balance of 
the day. 


MARTHA 
(anxious ) 
Aren’t you feeling well, hon? 
ON MALONE 
A man with leukemia not feeling well? 
MALONE 
I feel no better nor no worse than I 
deserve. 
EXT. MALONE’S GARDEN - LATE AFTERNOON 
Malone, now showered and clean-shaven, picks vegetables and 
places them in a paper sack. Mostly turnip greens and 
collards -- and finally, the largest tomato. He stands for a 
moment, weighing the bag in his hand. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Martha watches her husband through the kitchen window. 
INT. JUDGE’S LIBRARY 
The judge sits with Sherman as Malone enters. 
JUDGE 
Hi-ho, J.T. You’re just the man I was 
looking for. 
MALONE 
(pleased and taken by 


the reception. ) 
What for? 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


67. 


JUDGE 
This is the hour for immortal poetry. 
My amanuensis, Sherman Pew, is an 
excellent reader, and the reading hour 
is one of the pleasantest portions of 
the day. Today we’re reading 
Longfellow. Read on, MacDuff. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


He hates old sourpuss Malone for spoiling the poetry hour. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Proceed, Sherman. 


SHERMAN 
I don’t want to. 


ANGLE ON MALONE 


He wonders if this goes on every day, and moreover, which of 
them -- the judge, Sherman, or himself -- is crazier. 


MALONE 
I brought you a mess of turnip greens 
from my garden, and a mess of 
collards. 


SHERMAN 
(arrogant, rude) 
He can’t eat them. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 


dismayed. 


JUDGE 
Why, Sherman, I adore turnip greens 
and collards. 


SHERMAN 
It’s not on the diet, they belong to 
be cooked with side meat, streak of 
lean and streak of fat. And that’s 
not on the diet. 


JUDGE 
How about just a slither of the lean 
portion of streak of lean, streak of 
fat? 


(CONTINUED ) 


68. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman still resents the third wheel. After an awkward 
moment, Malone offers soothingly -- 


MALONE 
Yankees eat greens with butter or 
vinegar. 
JUDGE 
(offers) 


While I’m certainly no Yankee, I’1l 
try the greens with vinegar. On our 
honeymoon in New Orleans I ate snails. 
One snail. 


Sherman feels left out. 


SHERMAN 
I eat snails all the time. Picked up 
the habit when I was in France. 


MALONE 
I didn’t know you were ever in France. 


SHERMAN 
Why certainly. I had a brief stint in 
the service. 
Malone takes this, like most things, with a grain of salt. 
ANGLE ON JUDGE 


rejuvenated. 


JUDGE 
Sherman, will you make Mr. Malone and 
me some gin and tonic water? Put 
plenty of ice in it. 


ON SHERMAN 


fit to be tied. He has been ordered around like a servant. 
From the parlor, there is the SOUND of the PIANO. 


INT. LIVING ROOM 


Jester is playing the “Lindenbaum.” Tears of emotion well up 
as he plays. Sherman, glancing from the hallway, is furious 
because he plays the lieder so well. 


69. 


INT. HALLWAY 

Sherman storms off to the kitchen to make the drinks. 
INT. LIBRARY 

The judge is in mid-sentence with Malone. 


JUDGE 
That boy is a veritable treasure, a 
jewel. 


Malone’s skepticism shows on his face. 


MALONE 
How fortunate to run across such a 
paragon. 

JUDGE 


I didn’t run across him. He has 
affected my very life since before he 
was born. 

ANGLE ON MALONE 


hesitant even to conjecture about this mysterious remark. 
Could this snooty, blue-eyed nigger be the judge’s natural 
son? Improbable, but possible. 

CLOSE ON JUDGE 


who displays a sense of hidden importance. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Not only my very life but my life’s 
blood -- my own son. 


ANGLE ON MALONE 


obviously thinking of Johnny Clane having sexual relations 
with a colored girl. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge seems to read his mind. With his good hand he grips 
his stick until the hand turns purple. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
If you think for one single moment 
that my Johnny ever slept with nigger 
wenches or such immoral doings... 


(CONTINUED ) 


70. 
CONTINUED: 


The judge cannot finish for rage. 


MALONE 
(soothingly) 
I never supposed any such thing. You 
just put it so mysteriously. 


JUDGE 
It is a mystery, if ever there was 
one. But it’s such a bad business 
that even a garrulous old man like 
myself can hardly discuss it. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone would love to discuss it, but at that moment Sherman 
Pew bangs two glasses on the library table, then bolts from 
the room. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
However, now that boy is a golden 
skein in my old age. The calligraphy 
of an angel. Reads to me in the 
afternoon. 


Malone does not point out that the boy had refused to read 
that very afternoon. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Sherman reads Dickens with such 
pathos. Sometimes I cry and cry. 


MALONE 
(truly wonders ) 
Does that boy ever cry? 


JUDGE 
No, but often he smiles at the 
humorous places. 


Malone waits for the judge to say something more pertinent, 
but instead the subject is changed. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Since my dear wife’s death I’ve been 
so much alone. 


MALONE 


Alone, sir? You’re the most revered 
citizen in all Milan. 


(CONTINUED ) 


71. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


JUDGE 
You can be the most revered citizen in 
all the state, and still be alone, by 


God! 

MALONE 
But your grandson is the apple of your 
eye. 

JUDGE 


It’s the nature of young boys to be 
selfish. I know boys through and 
through. The only thing that’s the 
matter with Jester is... adolescence. 
It all comes down to... selfishness. 


ANGLE ON MALONE 


MALONE 
How long have you had the colored boy? 


JUDGE 
About two months. 


MALONE 
That’s a short time for him to be so 
cozily settled, one might say. 


JUDGE 
Sherman is cozy, thank God. Although 
he’s an adolescent like my grandson, 
we have a quite different 
relationship. 


Malone is thankful to hear this, but again very properly says 
nothing. He wonders about the old man. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
(enthusiastic) 
A veritable jewel. A treasure. 


INT. KITCHEN 


The veritable jewel sits with his feet on the kitchen table, 
reading a movie magazine and drinking gin and tonic with loads 
of ice. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


He’s mad. When Jester’s dog Tige walks into the room, Sherman 
pushes him away with his foot. 


(CONTINUED ) 


72. 
CONTINUED: 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Verily enters and looks at Sherman reading and drinking. She 
senses the fierce look in his eyes. 


VERILY 
In my day I never sat around reading 
books and drinking liquor. 


SHERMAN 
You were probably born a slave, old 
woman. 

VERILY 


Slave I was not, my grandfather was. 
SHERMAN 

They probably put you on the block in 

this very town. 


Verily begins to wash the dishes, turning on the water spigot 
very loud. After a moment -- 


VERILY 
If I knew who your mother was I would 
tell her to switch you to a frazzle. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
This gets to him. He gets up quietly and leaves the room. 
EXT. MILAN STREET - EARLY EVENING 


Malone takes the long route home. He comes upon a boarded-up 
old home and stares hauntingly at it. 


ANGLE ON PORCH 


as it MORPHS to TWELVE YEARS EARLIER (1941). The delicate 
creature from the pharmacy is picked up by Malone. 


FLASHBACK: INT. CRICKET TEA ROOM - DAY 


Malone and tiny slip of a young thing dine at the most 
respectable place in town. 


FLASHBACK: EXT. MILAN THEATER - NIGHT 


The couple enters a picture show. 


73. 


FLASHBACK: INT. BUS - DAY 
Malone and the young lady head for Atlanta. 
FLASHBACK: EXT. HENRY GRADY HOTEL - EVENING 


THROUGH THE RESTAURANT WINDOW, Malone sits across from his 
mistress as she has her first taste of caviar. 


FLASHBACK: EXT. BUS STATION - AFTERNOON 


The younger Malone picks up Martha and baby Ellen who have 
returned from out-of-town. He’s happy they are back. 


EXT. MILAN STREET - EARLY EVENING (BACK TO PRESENT) 


Malone stands before the boarded-up home, remembering, letting 
go. 


MALONE 
(to himself) 
Lola. 
Malone walks wearily to his own home. 
INT. MALONE’S LIVING ROOM - EVENING 
As Malone starts up the stairs, with Martha following. 
MARTHA 
Well, Ellen’s been trying herself. 
And crying all afternoon. 


INT. ELLEN’S BEDROOM 


Ellen is in bed in her pale blue and pink girl’s room, 
sobbing. A little tremor comes over Malone’s body. 


MALONE 
Baby, baby, what is it? 


ANGLE ON ELLEN 
Tears roll down her cheeks. 


ELLEN 
Oh Daddy, I’m so much in love. 


(CONTINUED ) 


74. 
CONTINUED: 


MALONE 
(confused) 
Well, why does that make my heart- 
child cry? 


ELLEN 
Because he doesn’t even know I’m on 
the earth. We pass on the street and 
everywhere and he just waves in such a 
casual way and goes on. 


MARTHA 
(almost dismissive) 
That’s all right, darling, one of 
these days when you are older you will 
meet Mr. Right and all will end well. 


Ellen sobs more vehemently and Malone hates his wife for what 
was the silliest thing a mother could say. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Malone wipes the tears from his daughter’s cheeks. 


MALONE 
Baby, baby who is it? 


ELLEN 
Jester. I’m so much in love with 
Jester. 
CLOSE ON MALONE 
hit with a ton of bricks. 


MALONE 
(thunders ) 
Jester Clane! 


ELLEN 
Yes, Jester. He is so handsome. 


MALONE 
Darling, love, Jester Clane is not 
worth one inch of your little finger. 


ANGLE ON MARTHA 


She gives her husband a comforting, albeit ironic look as if 
to suggest he’d gotten no further than she would have. 


(CONTINUED ) 


75. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Malone tries hard to make amends. 


MALONE (Cont'd) 
And after all, heart-child, this is 
only puppy love. 


But he realizes his words are as silly and comfortless as 
Martha’s. 


MALONE (Cont'd) 
(perks up) 
Darling, in the cool of the evening, 
why don’t we go to the pharmacy and 
pick up a quart of that ripple-fudge 
ice cream for supper. 


ON ELLEN 
whose crying tapers off just a bit. 
EXT. PHARMACY - EVENING 


Malone exits with a container of ripple-fudge ice cream, which 
he hands to Ellen through the window of his car. His daughter 
takes the carton and slowly, very slowly, smiles. 


MONTAGE: THAT AUTUMN (MUSIC OVER) 


Jester watches with disdain as his grandfather becomes carried 
away with Sherman -- during dictation, diabetes injections, 
drinking, and diet management. 


Verily is amazed at the liberties Sherman takes around the 
house -- particularly at the liquor shelf in the kitchen 
sideboard. 


VERILY (V.O.) 
Won’t eat in the kitchen because he 
says he wants to think about letters. 
It’s because he’s too uppity to eat 
with me in the kitchen as he belongs. 
Fixing himself party sandwiches and 
eating in the liberry, if you please! 
He’s going to ruin the liberry table. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
How? 


(CONTINUED ) 


76. 
CONTINUED: 


VERILY (V.O.) 
(stubbornly) 
Eating them party sandwiches on them 
trays. 


Sherman rages at Gus, the yardman, as he rakes leaves. 
Sherman yells at Verily. 
In the library, Sherman holds up a book by Charles Dickens. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
He doesn’t like reading those books 
about orphans and chimney sweeps and 


stepfathers. 

JUDGE (V.O.) 
It’s Dickens, for God’s sake. Charles 
Dickens. 


As Sherman reads Dickens to the judge, his face is pained. 
It’s entirely unnoticed by the old man, who is as pleased as 
pie. 


Outside his home, Sherman opens the mailbox day after day, 
looking for a letter from Marian Anderson that never arrives. 


Inside his living room one evening, Sherman takes every record 
of German lieder sung by Marian Anderson and stomps them to 
bits. Then he goes to his bedroom and throws himself, muddy 
shoes and all, on the fine rayon bedspread. 


Sick in bed the following morning, Sherman receives chicken 
soup, piping-hot corn sticks and lemony dessert from the 
judge. He slowly begins to eat, but his smooth, round face 
has hardened and now yearns to rob as he has been robbed. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
You don’t have to be angry at 
somebody, or even pity them, to 
understand a person. I can only be 
angry at my grandfather because he 
loves me and all will be forgiven. 


Sherman yells at Jester. 
JESTER (V.O.) 
While Sherman’s wounding remarks are 


no blessing, he must trust that I love 
him, actually. 


(CONTINUED ) 


77. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


Jester smiles at Sherman, who appears confused by his friend’s 
understanding. END MONTAGE. 


INT. JUDGE’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - DAY 


The Judge carefully lays out cards for a game of solitaire. 
Jester sits at the piano, not playing. 


JESTER 
(jealous) 
I just don’t see what you see in 
Sherman Pew. 


JUDGE 
That boy’s a jewel, a veritable 
treasure. Besides, it’s because of me 
that the boy is an orphan. 


JESTER 
(protests) 
I don’t dig it. Don’t talk in 
riddles. 


The judge tries to camouflage the truth. 


JUDGE 
Well, forget it. After all, he was 
the colored caddy who saved my life 
when I was flailing and drowning in 
that golf pond. 


JESTER 
That’s just half a story. It’s not 
the real truth. 


JUDGE 
(getting mad) 
Ask me no questions and I’11 tell you 
no lies. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


who refuses to be roped in. But when sadness and tedium 
return to the old man’s face, Jester relents. 


JESTER 
Tell me, since you know so much about 
Sherman Pew, did you ever know his 
mother? 


JUDGE 
Unfortunately, I did. 


(CONTINUED ) 


78. 
CONTINUED: 


JESTER 
Why don’t you tell Sherman who she is. 
Naturally he wants to know. 


JUDGE 
That is a pure case where ignorance is 
bilvsss 


Jester hates this part of his grandfather. 


JESTER 
One time you say knowledge is power 
and another time you say ignorance is 
bliss. Which side are you on? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jester turns away and is about to play the piano. 


JESTER (Cont'd) 
Some people think it’s the act of a 
weakling... to commit suicide... and 
other people think it takes a lot of 
guts. I still wonder why my father 
did it. An all-around athlete, 
graduated with honors from the 
University of Georgia, why did he do 
it? 


JUDGE 
(copying Malone’s words) 
It was just a fleeting depression. 


JESTER 
It doesn’t seem an all-around athlete 
thing to do. 


Jester plays Tristan, his eyes half closed and his body 
swaying. The music is at the same time violent and 
shimmering. In an instant, both he and his grandfather have 
tears running down their faces. 


INT. SHERMAN’S BEDROOM - AFTERNOON 


Sherman lies languidly on his bed. Jester finishes arranging 
flowers in an iced-tea pitcher. The attention pleases and 
annoys Sherman. 


SHERMAN 
Have you ever stopped to consider how 
much your face resembles a baby’s 
behind? 


(CONTINUED ) 


79. 
CONTINUED: 


Jester is too shocked to take it in, let alone reply. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
Innocent, dopey, the very living image 
of a baby’s behind. 


JESTER 
I’m not innocent. 


SHERMAN 
You certainly are. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester clenches a small gift of caviar. Having been treated 
so poorly, he slips it in his back pocket and sits sideways. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
You look like you have tertiary 
syphilis. 


JESTER 
im. Just. SLtting ona’ jars 


SHERMAN 
People in France sit like that on 
account of they have syphilis. 


JESTER 
How do you know? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


SHERMAN 
Because when I was in France I fell in 
love with this French girl. No 
syphilis or anything. Just this 
beautiful, lily-white French virgin. 


Jester changes his position because it’s hard to sit long ona 
jar of caviar. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
We were engaged, this lily-white 
French girl and I. And I knocked her 
up. Then, like a woman, she wanted to 
Marry me and the wedding was going to 
take place in this ancient old church 
called Notre Dame. 


(CONTINUED ) 


80. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


JESTER 
(corrects) 
Cathedral. 


SHERMAN 
There were loads of invited guests. 
French people have families like 
carloads. I stood outside and watched 
them coming in. This beautiful old 
cathedral and those French people 
dressed to kill. Everybody was chick. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
He wants to believe the story, but it needs correcting. 


JESTER 
The word is pronounced ‘sheik.’ 


SHERMAN 
(fine) 
Well, they were sheik and chick too. 


JESTER 


(gingerly) 
Why didn’t you go in? 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
who puts on the finishing touches. 


SHERMAN 
You innocent dope. Don’t you know I 
had no intention of marrying that lily- 
white French virgin? I just stayed 
there the whole afternoon watching 
these dressed up French people. Come 
night they realized I was not going to 
be there. My ‘feancee’ fainted. The 
old mother had a heart attack. The 
old father committed suicide right 
there in the church. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jester can take no more. He confronts his friend -- 


JESTER 
Sherman Pew, you’re the biggest liar 
who ever walked in shoe leather. 


Sherman says nothing. Then -- 


(CONTINUED ) 


81. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


JESTER (Cont'd) 
(sincere) 
Why do you lie? If you pretend to be 
my friend, why try to make me a 
sucker? 


Sherman reverts to his old, defensive self. 


SHERMAN 
You're a baby-ass dope right out of 
the circus. In case you forgot P.T. 
Barnum, ‘A sucker is born every 
minute.’ 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman sits up, revealing his best blue rayon pajamas with 
white piping. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
Would you like a little Lord Calvert's 
bottled in bond? 


JESTER 
(ignores this) 
I’m going home. 


Sherman would rather he stay but is unable to express this to 
his friend. 


SHERMAN 
Don’t you want to see the fine food 
Zippo’s Aunt Carrie sent me? 


JESTER 
Do you lie to Aunt Carrie, too? 


SHERMAN 
(simply) 
No. She’s got my number. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester squats by the side of the bed and Sherman lies back, 
propped with pillows and pretending to be at ease. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
I boarded with Mrs. Stevens before 
Zippo’s mother took me in. Five years 
with Mrs. Stevens. It was on my 
eleventh birthday that Mr. Stevens 
took to his mind to booger me. 


(CONTINUED ) 


82. 
CONTINUED: (4) 


JESTER 
I thought that only happened to girls. 


SHERMAN 
It doesn’t. 


FLASHBACK MONTAGE: 
Mrs. Stevens fusses with a party decoration. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
It was a few days before Halloween. 
Mrs. Stevens had given me my first 
birthday party. 


Children arrive in witches’ costumes, pirates’ outfits, and 
their best Sunday School clothes. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
I wore my first brand new pair of navy- 
blue long trousers. 


The children gather around Sherman. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
I minded what Mrs. Stevens said, 
didn’t snatch at the presents but said 
‘Thank you’ and opened them with the 
utmost care. Mrs. Stevens always said 
I had beautiful manners and I truly 
did on that birthday party. 


INT. SHERMAN’S BEDROOM - AFTERNOON (RETURN TO PRESENT) 


SHERMAN 
Even after Mr. Stevens was done and 
the real Halloween had already gone, I 
remembered only snitches and snatches 
of my b-bi-birthday p-party. 


JESTER 
(uneasy) 
I wish you wouldn’t talk about it. 
ON SHERMAN 


who waits until his stammer is under control, then goes on 
fluently -- 


FLASHBACK MONTAGE: 


SHOTS of the birthday party. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


Bi3¢ 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
We played all kinds of games, then 
refreshments were served. Ice cream 
and white iced cake with eleven pink 
candles. I blew out the candles and 
cut the cake as Mrs. Stevens said for 
me to do. But I didn’t eat a bite on 
account of I wished so much to have 
beautiful manners. Then we played 
running and hollering games. I put on 
a sheet like a ghost and a pirate hat. 
When Mr. Stevens called out behind the 
coal house I ran to him quickly, my 
ghost sheet flying. When he caught me 
I thought he was just playing and I 
was laughing fit to kill... then I 
realized he wasn’t playing. 


INT. SHERMAN’S BEDROOM - AFTERNOON (RETURN TO PRESENT) 


Sherman lies 


Jester finds 


on the pillow as if he were suddenly tired. 


SHERMAN 
However, I have a charmed life. 


his tone hard to believe at first. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
From then on nobody ever had it so 
good. Mrs. Mullins adopted me... the 
state still paid, but she took me to 
her bosom. She would beat Zippo and 
spank Cinderella with a hairbrush, but 
she never laid a hand on me. So you 
see I almost had a mother. Anda 
family too. Aunt Carrie taught me 
singing. 


JESTER 
Where is Zippo’s mother. 


SHERMAN 
Passed on to glory. From time to time 
I look up and there she is, winking at 
me. 


JESTER 
From the stars? 


SHERMAN 
(corrects) 
From the brightest star in the 
heavens. 


(MORE) 
(CONTINUED ) 


84. 
CONTINUED: 


SHERMAN (CONT'D) 
I did have a mother for a little 
while, even though that cheating creep 
of a Marian Anderson is not my mother. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
intrigued by this last comment. 


JESTER 
Why do you call her a cheating creep? 


SHERMAN 
(voice breaks) 
Because I prefer to. I’ve ripped all 
thought away from her. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Jester, who is still squatting by the bed, steadies himself 
and suddenly kisses Sherman on the cheek. Sherman rears back 
in the bed, puts his feet down for balance and slaps Jester, 
using his whole arm. Jester has never been slapped before. 


JESTER 
I only did that because I felt sorry 
for you. 

SHERMAN 


Save your peanuts for the Zoo. 


JESTER 
(tries) 
I don’t see why we can’t be serious 
and sincere. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman, half out of the bed, slaps Jester on the other cheek 
so hard that he’s knocked to the floor. 


SHERMAN 
(strangled with rage) 
I thought you were a friend and you 
turn out like Mr. Stevens. 


ON JESTER 


The slap and his own emotions stun Jester, but quickly he 
gets up, his hands clenched, and biffs Sherman straight in the 
jaw, which surprises Sherman so that he falls on the bed. 


(CONTINUED ) 


85. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
(mutters ) 
Sock a fellow when he’s down. 


JESTER 
You weren’t down, you were sitting on 
the bed so’s you could slap me 
hardest. Besides, you slapped me when 
I was squatting. 


VARIOUS ANGLES - MUSIC OVER 


The two friends arguing about sitting up and squatting and 
which was a more sportsmanlike position to slap or to punch 
somebody. They no doubt already forgot the words that 
preceded the blows. 


INT. DOCTOR'S OFFICE -— DAY 


Malone sits across from a new doctor, DR. MILTON, and is 
surprised to hear -- 


DR. MILTON 
You've got a case of leukemia, Mr. 
Malone. I suggest you check into City 
Hospital immediately. 


ANGLE ON MALONE 
who was hoping this second opinion would be different. 
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY 


As Malone gets a transfusion, he watches bright blood dripping 
drop by drop and seems glad that something is being done. 


An AIDE wheels in a cart of books and Malone makes his choice: 
“Sickness Unto Death”. 


AIDE 
Are you sure you want this one? It 
doesn’t sound very cheerful. 


MALONE 
(angry) 
This is the book I want and I’m not 
cheerful and don’t want to be 
cheerful. 


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM (LATER) 


Malone wakes from a nap and reads a random passage out loud. 


(CONTINUED ) 


86. 
CONTINUED: 


MALONE 
The greatest danger, that of losing 
one’s own self, may pass off quietly 
as if it were nothing. Every other 
loss, that of an arm, a leg, five 
dollars, a wife, is sure to be 
noticed. 


The thought chills. He reads on and soon dozes off. 

FLASHBACK MONTAGE: MUSIC OVER 

A YOUNGER MALONE, 20, walks in the snow at Columbia University; 
Malone fumbles on ice skates in Central Park; 

Malone marvels at the New York City skyline; 


Malone with a look of disappointment as he packs his bags, 
leaves Columbia; 


Malone at Grand Central Station, boards the train which will 
take him home to Georgia; 


Malone works as a clerk in the pharmacy, and answers to the 
owner, Mr. Greenlove; 


Malone talks with Mr. Greenlove’s daughter Martha one day at 
the soda fountain; 


Malone and Martha at an Elk’s Club dance; 
Malone attends Mr. Greenlove’s funeral and consoles Martha; 


Malone shakes hands with Martha’s brother, and the two of them 
have a shot of Blind Mule; 


The small wedding ceremony in the Greenlove’s living room; 


Mrs. Greenlove cries during the ceremony. Tears well up in 
Malone’s eyes, too; 


Malone seems bewildered when the rice is thrown; 


Malone stands before his own house, pausing before he enters 
the front door. There was no particular time when he 
regretted marrying Martha, but disappointment was certainly 
there. There was no particular time when he asked, “Is this 
all there is of life?” but as he grew older he asked it 
wordlessly. No, he had not lost an arm, or a leg, or any 
particular five dollars, but little by little he had lost his 
own self. END MONTAGE. 


87. 


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM (BACK TO PRESENT) 
Malone sits up in bed. 


MARTHA (0.S.) 
Hon, why don’t we take a nice relaxing 
trip? 


ANGLE ON MARTHA 


Trying to remain upbeat, she stands beside her husband and 
holds his hand. Malone seems to stiffen. 


MARTHA (Cont'd) 
Even resting here at the hospital you 
always seem tense and worried up. We 
could go to Blowing Rock and breathe 
the nice mountain air. 


MALONE 
I don’t feel like it. 


MARTHA 
--.- or the ocean. I’ve seen the ocean 
only once in my life and that was when 
I was visiting my cousin, Sarah 
Greenlove, in Savannah. It’s a nice 
climate at Sea Island Beach, I hear. 
And the little change might perk you 


up. 
MALONE 

I’ve always felt that traveling is 

exhausting. 


As he says this, Malone makes sure that “Sickness Unto Death” 
remains carefully hidden beneath his pillow. 


MALONE (Cont'd) 
I’m sick of this hospital. 


MARTHA 

(comforting) 
One thing I’m sure you ought to do, 
you ought to make a habit of turning 
the pharmacy over to Mr. Harris in the 
afternoons. 

(then) 
All work and no play make Jack a dull 
boy. 
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EXT. PHARMACY - AFTERNOON 
Mr. Harris is seen through the window working the counter. 
REVERSE ANGLE 


Malone watches him before entering the tailor shop across the 
street. 


INT. TAILOR SHOP 


Malone is fitted for an Oxford gray suit and a blue flannel 
one. 


INT. DENTIST’S OFFICE - DAY 


Malone picks up expensive bridges and seems quite pleased with 
how they fit. 


EXT. MILAN STREET - DAY 


It’s the grand opening of Whelan’s, a new chain drugstore. 
Malone watches the ribbon-cutting ceremony and shakes hands 
with the Owner, taking the event in stride. 


INT. MALONE’S HOUSE - VARIOUS - DAY 

Malone spends whole days reviewing his assets. Twenty-five 
thousand for the pharmacy, twenty thousand life insurance, ten 
thousand for the home, fifteen thousand for the three run-down 
houses Martha inherited... Malone totals the figures a few 
times with a fine-sharpened pencil and twice with a fountain 
pen. 

INSERT: MALONE’S WILL 


To my beloved wife, Martha Greenlove Malone, I bequeath all 
monies and properties that comprise my entire estate. 


ON MALONE 
as he studies it, knowing it is the proper will to make. 
INT. FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH - MORNING 


Malone sits among the upstanding citizens, listening to a glib 
Dr. Watson preach. He hangs on the man’s every word as if he 
were seeking the answer to the universe. 
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EXT. DR. WATSON’S HOUSE - AFTERNOON 


Malone, in his new tailored blue suit, knocks on the door. 
Dr. Watson greets him with some surprise. 


DR. WATSON 
How well you are looking, Mr. Malone. 


Malone’s body seems to shrink in the new suit. 
INT. DR. WATSON’S LIVING ROOM 
Malone subtly looks around the minister’s home. 
DR. WATSON 
I’m glad you’ve come. I always like 


to see my parishioners. What can I do 
for you today? Would you like a Coke? 


MALONE 
No thanks, Dr. Watson. I would like 
to talk. 

DR. WATSON 


Talk about what? 
Malone’s reply is almost muted. 


MALONE 
About death? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Dr. Watson bawls to the Servant, who quickly answers him. 
DR. WATSON 
Serve Mr. Malone and me some Cokes 
with lemon. 
INT. DR. WATSON’S LIVING ROOM (A FEW MOMENTS LATER) 
The two are seated and as the Cokes are served, Malone crosses 
and uncrosses his withered legs in their fine flannel pants. 
A flush of shame reddens his pale face. 
MALONE 
I mean, you are supposed to know about 


things like that. About the soul, and 
what happens in the afterlife. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ON DR. WATSON 


So glib during his sermons but in his own home, with only one 
man asking, his glibness turns to embarrassment. 


DR. WATSON 
I don’t know what you mean, Mr. 
Malone. 
ON MALONE 
who really needs an answer. 
MALONE 


My brother died of lung cancer. Cal 
Bickerstaff came into the pharmacy one 
morning to say hello. Then he went to 
Milan Electric and Power Company and 
dropped dead at his desk an hour 
later. 


DR. WATSON 
I see. 


MALONE 
Herman Klein’s wife died and his shop 
was closed for two full days. Now he 
can drink in his own home. And this 


summer, Deacon Beard died -- all of 
them in the course of seven months. 
(insistent) 


What happened to them after death? 
ANGLE ON DR. WATSON 
plump and pale. He doesn’t like this visit. 


DR. WATSON 
We all have to die. 


MALONE 
Other people never know when they are 
going to die. 


DR. WATSON 
(his stock answer) 


All Christians should prepare for 
death. 


ON MALONE 


who wants the all-elusive answer. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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MALONE 
But how do you prepare for death? 


DR. WATSON (0.S.) 
By righteous living. 


MALONE 

(irritated) 
What is righteous living? I have 
never stolen, have seldom lied, and 
the one episode in my life I know was 
a mortal sin happened twelve years ago 
and lasted one summer. 

(finally) 
Tell me, Dr. Watson, what is eternal 
life? 


ANGLE ON DR. WATSON 
It’s his time to shine. 


DR. WATSON 
To me, it is the extension of earthly 
life, but more intensified. 
(hoping) 
Does that answer your question? 


ON MALONE 


More of the same life to look forward to, only intensified. 
He shivers although the parsonage is hot. 


ON DR. WATSON 
more relaxed and open. Getting used to the one-on-one. 


DR. WATSON (Cont'd) 

I’m not a strict fundamentalist, but I 
believe that what a man does on earth 
predicates his eternal life. 


MALONE (0.S.) 
But if a man does just the ordinary 
things, nothing good, nothing bad? 


DR. WATSON 
It’s not up to man’s judgment to 
decide what is good and what is bad. 
God sees the truth, and is our 
Saviour. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone is not getting the answers he wants. He puts the Coca- 
Cola glass carefully on the doily beside him and stands up. 


MALONE 
(bleakly) 
Well, thanks very much, Dr. Watson. 


DR. WATSON 
I’m glad you dropped in to talk with 
me. My home is always open to my 
parishioners. 


EXT. MILAN STREET - EVENING 


In a daze of weariness and vacuity, Malone walks through the 
silent November twilight. A bright WOODPECKER PECKS hollowly 
at a telephone pole. 


INT. JUDGE’S LIBRARY - WINTER DAY 


The judge hands Sherman a sheaf of papers, sharing his dream. 
He speaks with an air of secrecy and zest -- 


JUDGE 
Read carefully, boy, for this may be 
my final contribution as a statesman 
to the South. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman reads as the judge looks on, glowing with pride and 
anticipated compliments. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
(passionately) 
In every civilized nation the 
currencies of defeated nations have 
been redeemed. Look at the franc, the 
mark, the lira and look at, by God, 
even the yen. 


This last redemption particularly infuriates the old man. 
ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


Sherman’s slate-blue eyes stare at the deeper blue of the old 
judge. At first bewildered by talk of the foreign money, he 
wonders if the judge is drunk. But the judge never starts his 
toddies until noon. Sherman changes the subject. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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SHERMAN 
Did you ever hear back from Senator 
Tip Thomas? 


JUDGE (0.S.) 
The senator said he would be glad to 
put his old friend and statesman’s 
grandson up for West Point at his 
first opportunity. 


Sherman is jealous. Why hadn’t Marian Anderson replied? 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
The judge goes right back to his life’s passion. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
All the burnt houses, the burnt 
cotton, the loss of the slaves... 
these must all be accounted and paid 


for. 
SHERMAN 
(in shock) 
Slaves? 
JUDGE 
(serenely) 


Why certainly. The institution of 
slavery was the very cornerstone and 
pillar of the cotton economy. 


SHERMAN 
Well Abe Lincoln freed the slaves and 
another Sherman burnt the cotton. 


The judge, fixed in his dream, had forgotten that his 
amanuensis was colored. 


JUDGE 
And a sad time that was, to be sure. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge wonders helplessly why he has lost his spellbound 
listener. Sherman, trembling with fury, picks up a pen and 
breaks it in two. The judge doesn’t even notice. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
It will take statistical work, a 
mountainous pile of arithmetic, in 
fact a lot of doing. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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SHERMAN 
(in a dead voice) 
A lot of doing. 


JUDGE 
But I have in high places friends who 
are deadly sick of this so-called 
liberalism and who await a rallying 
cry. I am after all a senior 
statesman of the South and my voice 
shall be attended. 


The judge is just so certain of every word he speaks. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Of course the NAACP will be dead set 
against me. But the brave long for 
battle if the battle is just. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman’s lips and nostrils flutter with emotion -- 


SHERMAN 
You talk like you believe in slavery. 


JUDGE 
Why of course I believe in slavery. 
Civilization is founded on slavery. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The old judge, who still thinks of Sherman as a treasure, 
continues to forget that Sherman is colored. And when he sees 
his jewel so agitated he tries to make amends. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
If not actual slavery at least a state 
of happy peonage. 


SHERMAN 
Happy for who? 


JUDGE 
For everybody. Do you believe for a 
Single instant that the slaves wanted 
to be freed? No, Sherman, many a 
slave remained faithful to his old 
master, would not be freed till the 
day he died. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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SHERMAN 
Bullshit. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
who becomes conveniently deafer at times. 


JUDGE 

Beg your pardon? 

(goes on) 
Now I’ve been told that conditions of 
the Negro in the North are appalling -- 
mixed marriages, nowhere to live and 
lay his head, and just downright 
misery. 


Sherman has had enough. 


SHERMAN 
Still a nigger would rather be a 
lamppost in Harlem than the Governor 
of Georgia. 


With that, Sherman storms off to the kitchen. 
INT. KITCHEN (AN HOUR LATER) 
Sherman reaches for a can of lobster. 


VERILY 
You don’t need that, Sherman. 


SHERMAN 
(defiant) 
Why not, old woman? 


VERILY 
Yestidy you opened a can of tuna fish 
and made yourself a tuna fish sandwich 
mess. There’s ample plenty of the 
tuna fish to make a sandwich today. 


Sherman keeps right on opening the lobster can. 


VERILY (Cont'd) 
Besides, you ought to be eating 
collards and corn pones in the kitchen 
like anybody else. 


SHERMAN 
Nigger doings! 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


VERILY 
Well, who do you think you are? The 
Queen of Sheba? 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


96. 


mashing the lobster with hunks of mayonnaise and chopped 


pickles. 


SHERMAN 
I’m not pure nigger like you are. 
Look at my eyes. 


VERILY 
I see them. 


Sherman is busy spreading his lobster sandwich. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Verily is very annoyed. 
VERILY (Cont'd) 
That lobster was supposed to be for 
Sunday night supper when I’m off. I 


got a good mind to tell the judge on 
you. 


But since Sherman is still the jewel, the treasure, the threat 


is an empty one and they both know it. 


SHERMAN 
(eating) 
Go on and tell him. 


VERILY 

Just because you have them blue eyes 
is no reason to act so high and 
mighty. You nigger like the rest of 
us. You just had a white pappy who 
passed on them blue eyes to you, and 
that’s nothin’ to put on airs about. 
You nigger like the rest of us. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman goes straight for the gin bottle. 
VERILY (Cont'd) 


Look what the Queen of Sheba is up to 
now. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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Sherman deliberately pours his gin and adds cold tonic. 


VERILY (Cont'd) 
I try to be kind and pleasant to you, 
Sherman, but I knew from the first it 
was no use. What makes you so cold 
and airy? Is it them blue eyes passed 
on from your pappy? 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


who does not like to think who his father might be. He walks 
stiffly from the kitchen with his drink and tray. 


INT. LIBRARY - AFTER DINNER 


The judge is upstairs taking his usual nap. Jester enters to 
see Sherman still at the table, sandwiches untouched. 


JESTER 
What’s the matter, Sherman? Not 
hungry? 


Jester NOTICES the somnolence in the rapt eyes and is uneasy. 


SHERMAN 
(brutally) 
Go fuck. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman’s eyes are filled with brooding as he stares toward 
the unopened window. 


JESTER 
(soothing) 
I have often thought that if I had 
been born a Nigerian I couldn’t stand 
it. I admire you, Sherman, the way 
you stand up to it. 


SHERMAN 
Save your peanuts for the zoo. 


JESTER 
I have thought often that if Christ 
was born now he would be colored. 


SHERMAN 
Well he wasn’t. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 
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JESTER 
(concerned) 
I’m afraid... 
SHERMAN 


What are you afraid of, you chicken- 
out sissy? 


JESTER 
(serious) 
I’m afraid that if I were a Nigerian 
or colored, I would be neurotic. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


His right forefinger slashes swiftly across his neck. 


SHERMAN 
No you wouldn’t. 
(then) 
A neurotic nigger is a dead nigger. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


How can he tell Sherman he is not like his grandfather? 


JESTER 
(determined) 
I respect colored people every whit as 
much as I do white people. 


SHERMAN 
You’re one for the birds all right. 


JESTER 
(adamant ) 
Respect colored people even more than 
I do white people on account of what 
they have gone through. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman finishes his drink. 


SHERMAN 
There’s plenty of bad niggers around. 


JESTER 
I’m trying to level with you about how 
I feel morally about the racial 
question. But you don’t pay me any 
mind. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: (2) 


ON SHERMAN 
His depression and rage accented by alcohol. 


SHERMAN 
(threatening) 
Bad niggers with police records and 
others without records like me. 


JESTER 
Why is it so hard to be friends with 
you? 

SHERMAN 


(clearly lying) 
Because I don’t want friends. 


99. 


But next to a mother, Sherman wants a friend the most. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester stands, ready to leave. One last effort -- 


JESTER 


Well, I’m going to the airport. Want 


to come along? 


SHERMAN 
(won’t budge) 


When I fly, I fly my own planes. None 
of those cheap, rented planes like you 


fly. 
So Jester must leave it at that. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


brooding and jealous. Through the library window, he watches 


Jester walk down the drive. 


INT. LIBRARY - LATER THAT AFTERNOON 


The judge enters, humming, fresh from his nap, to find Sherman 
deep in thought. He seems not to remember any tensions of the 


morning. 


JUDGE 


My boy, do you know why I would rather 


be Fox Clane than Shakespeare or 
Julius Caesar? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 
SHERMAN 
No. 
JUDGE 
Or Mark Twain or Abraham Lincoln or 
Babe Ruth? 


This time Sherman only looks at him. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Because I’m alive. And when you 
consider the trillions of dead people 
you realize what a privilege it is to 
be alive. 


SHERMAN 
(finally) 
Some people are dead from the neck up. 


JUDGE 
Consider the dawn. The moon, the 
stars and heavenly firmaments. 
Consider shortcake and liquor. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman considers the universe and the comforts of daily life 
with disdain. He’d prefer to go home and sleep off the gin. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 

When I had that little seizure, Doc 
Tatum told me if it affected the left 
part of the brain instead of the 
right, I should have been mentally and 
permanently afflicted. 

(voice drops in awe) 
Can you imagine such a horror? 


Sherman could. 


SHERMAN 
I knew a man who had a stroke that 
left him blind and with a mind like a 
two-year-old baby. The county home 
wouldn’t even accept him. Not even 
the asylum. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 


Better to talk about himself than to hear another’s suffering. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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JUDGE 
Well, nothing like that happened to 
me. So I reasoned: Fox Clane, ought 
you to cuss God, cuss the heavenly 
elements, cuss destiny, because of a 
little old motor impairment, or ought 
you to praise God, nature and destiny? 
What is a little arm, what’s a leg, if 
the mind is sound and the spirit 
joyful. So I said to myself: Fox 
Clane, you better praise and keep on 
praising. 


Sherman looks at the shrunken left arm and the permanently 
clenched hand. He suddenly feels sorry for the old man and 
hates himself for it. 


SHERMAN 
I knew a little boy who had polio and 
had to wear heavy iron braces on both 
legs and use iron crutches... crippled 
for life. 


The judge seems to think that Sherman knew a whole galaxy of 
pitiful cases and tears come to his eyes. 


JUDGE 
Poor child. 
(then, thinking) 
I’d rather stick to any diet than have 
to shovel coal or pick a harp. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
The judge gets back to business. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Alright then, let us proceed with the 
correspondence. 


SHERMAN 
What letters do you want me to write? 


JUDGE 
A whole slew of them, to every 
congressman, senator and politician I 
know. In the general tenor of what I 
told you this morning. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ON SHERMAN 


The zip of gin has turned to dour anger. But the gin also 
causes him to yawn. 


SHERMAN 
Even that part about slavery. 


THE JUDGE 
knows now that something has gone wrong. 


JUDGE 
Not slavery, son, but restitution for 
slaves that the Yankees freed. 
Economic restitution. 


Sherman’s nostrils and lips quiver like butterflies. 


SHERMAN 
I don’t do it, Judge. 


The judge has seldom been said “no” to, but now his treasure, 
his jewel, has done just that. 


JUDGE 
I don’t understand you, son. 


SHERMAN 
almost smiles but holds back his emotions. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
You refuse to write this series of 
letters? 


SHERMAN 
I do. I won’t be a party to turning 
the clock back a hundred years. 


JUDGE 
The clock won’t be turned back, it 
will be turned forward. 


Sherman is very suspicious of the old man. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Great change always turns forward the 
clock. Wars particularly. If it 
weren’t for World War I, women would 
still be wearing ankle-length skirts. 
(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED ) 
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JUDGE (CONT'D) 
Now young females go around dressed 
like carpenters in overalls, even the 
prettiest, most well-bred girl. 


THE JUDGE 


FLASHES on a MEMORY of Ellen Malone going to her father’s 
pharmacy in overalls. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
Poor J.T. Malone. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman is struck by the judge’s mysterious tone. 


SHERMAN 
Why do you say that? 


JUDGE 
I’m afraid, my boy, that Mr. Malone is 
not long for this world. 


SHERMAN 
Gonna die? Too bad. 


JUDGE 
Death is worse than too bad. In fact, 
no one on this earth knows what death 
is really about. 


SHERMAN 
Are you awfully religious? 


JUDGE 
No, I’m not a bit religious. But I do 
fear... 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
truly curious about the old man. 


SHERMAN 
What is it you fear? 


JUDGE 
(immediately) 
Blankness. An infinite blankness and 
blackness where I’d be all by myself. 
Just lying in the infinite darkness. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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SHERMAN 
I'd hate that too. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 


who thinks back on every major event of his life in a matter 
of seconds. 


JUDGE 
I probably never would have thought of 
those ideas if I hadn’t half dead in 
the City Hospital for two months. 
(adding) 
Those ideas, about the Confederate 
money and all, they kept me alive. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman wipes his nose with a handkerchief. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Don’t you understand why these ideas 
are precious beyond reason to me? 


Sherman returns the handkerchief to his pocket and just stares 
at the judge. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Don’t you see why it is important for 
you to inscribe what I dictate? 


SHERMAN 
(finally) 
I told you ‘no’ once and I’m telling 
you ‘no’ again. You want me to tattoo 
it on my chest? 


THE JUDGE 
has gotten his answer. 


JUDGE 
At first you were such a promising 
amanuensis. So amenable. But now, 
you are contrary and secretive. So 
secretive you wouldn’t give me the 
time of day if you were in front of 
the town clock. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ON SHERMAN 


thinking of the realities and dreams he has guarded. He said 
nothing about what Mr. Stevens had done until he stuttered so 
much that his words made no sense. He told no one about his 
search for his mother, no one about his longing for Marian 
Anderson. No one knew his secret world. 


JUDGE (0.S.) (Cont'd) 
You young folks are all so secretive -- 
downright devious to the mature mind. 
But I had expected better of you. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman weighs his soft, bossy job against the letters he’s 
being asked to write. 


SHERMAN 
I will write other letters for you. 
Letters of acceptance, invitations, 
and so forth. 


JUDGE 
Those are insignificant. A mere 
bagatelle. 

SHERMAN 


I will write other letters. 


JUDGE 
(quickly) 
No other letters interest me. 


SHERMAN 
(snotty) 
If you are so hipped on the subject 
you can write them yourself. 


JUDGE 
(pleads ) 
Sherman, I have treated you as a son, 
and sharper than a serpent’s tooth it 
is to have a thankless child. 
SHERMAN 


changes the subject -- 


(CONTINUED ) 
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THE JUDGE 


frustrated. 


106. 
a) 


SHERMAN 
I wrote Zippo’s love letters. He can 
write, of course, but his letters 
never sent Vivian Clay. Then I wrote 
‘The dawn of love steals over me’ and 
‘I will adore thee in the sunset of 
our passion as much as I do now.’ 
Pretty soon, Vivian was not only sent 
but rolling in the aisles. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 

(as if to explain) 
I just wrote myself out of a fine 
apartment, because after those love 
letters, Vivian herself popped the 
question and Zippo accepted gladly. I 
wrote the very planks out of the 
floor. 


JUDGE 
(concedes ) 
I don’t think I could endure moving. 
Although my grandson and I racket 
around this big old house like two 
peas in a shoebox. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge surveys the ornate room with its colored windows and 
stiff old furniture. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
I would rather be moved to the Milan 
Cemetery than move to another house. 
(quickly reconsiders) 
What a foolish thing for a foolish old 
man to say. It’s just that, with all 
the memories... 


Sherman is uncomfortable at the judge’s wavering voice. He 
tries to be sympathetic. 


SHERMAN 
Don’t bawl about it. 
(then) 
Nobody makin’ you move. 


The judge is making his case for staying, and more. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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JUDGE 
I dare say I’m sentimental about this 
house. Miss Missy loved it, and my 
son Johnny was brought up here. There 
are nights when I just lie in bed and 
remember. Do you sometimes lie in bed 
and remember? 


SHERMAN 
Nope. 


JUDGE 
I remember stories my mother told me 
about the War Between the States. I 
remember the years at law school, and 
my youth, and my marriage to Miss 
Missy. Funny things. Sad things. I 
remember them all. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman’s really had all he can take. 


SHERMAN 
Blah-blah-blah. 


This time the judge hears him. 


JUDGE 
I may be garrulous about the past, but 
I know everything that has happened in 
this town since long before the day 
you were born. 


ON SHERMAN 
confronting the judge, finally. 


SHERMAN 
Do you know about how I was born? 


ON JUDGE 
clinging to professional ethics and more. 


JUDGE 
You may think me an old man who tells 
everything, but as a jurist I keep my 
council and on some subjects I am as 
silent as a tomb. 


The judge prepares a cigar and begins to smoke. 


(CONTINUED ) 


108. 
CONTINUED: (9) 


SHERMAN 
I have every right to know. 


But the judge remains silent, puffing away. The two sit 
across from one another like mortal enemies. Finally -- 


JUDGE 
Why what’s the matter with you, 
Sherman? You look almost sinister. 


SHERMAN 
I feel sinister. 


JUDGE 
Well, stop looking at me in that 
peculiar way. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman keeps staring at the old man. 


SHERMAN 
Furthermore, I’ve got a good mind to 
give you quit notice. And how would 
you like that? 


And on these words, in the middle of the afternoon, Sherman 
stomps away, pleased that he has punished the judge and 
brushing aside the thought that he has also punished himself. 
INT. JUDGE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

The old man pulls up the blanket to comfort the cold night. 
He struggles against FLASHES OF MEMORIES that won’t go away. 
They come at him like snapshots. 


FLASHBACK MONTAGE: 


In his courtroom seventeen years ago, the judge presides over 
a murder trial; 


A pregnant, white teenager, Mrs. Ossie Little, sits in tears 
as she watches a man brought into the courtroom in shackles; 


Nigra Jones is on trial for the murder of Mrs. Little’s 
husband; 


The young defense attorney gestures to the all-white jury, 
clearly indicating an argument for self-defense; 


109. 


INT. JUDGE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT (BACK TO PRESENT) 
The judge struggles to force more pleasant thoughts. 
FLASHBACK MONTAGE: 


He’s now at the opera with Miss Missy, seated in a box with a 
group of friends. 


INT. JUDGE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT (BACK TO PRESENT) 

But it’s no use, his thoughts turn back to the trial. 
FLASHBACK MONTAGE: 

The Nigra Jones is found guilty and immediately sentenced to 
die; 

The pregnant teenager, Mrs. Little, cries to the astonishment 


of everyone in the courtroom, as the convict is led away; 


The defense attorney is stunned with defeat. He looks up at 
the judge. 


INT. JUDGE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT (BACK TO PRESENT) 


The judge turns mountain-like in his huge bed. Finally, he 
gets up and walks over to the mantel where, to the left of the 
clock, is a framed photograph -- it’s the young defense 
attorney -- his beloved Johnny. In the photograph a little 
birthmark on his chin sums up the radiant face. 


The judge takes down Johnny’s photograph and puts it ina 
bureau drawer. 


Back in bed, the old man tries again to sleep. There is the 
SOUND of Christmas CHIMES. A flash of lightning is followed 
by THUNDER. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
I have often noticed, Johnny, that 
when one is too much involved with the 
underdog, one is apt to go under 
oneself. 


FLASHBACK: INT. JUDGE’S CHAMBERS 


The young defense lawyer is being lectured by his father. 
Johnny just shrugs his shoulders. 


(CONTINUED ) 


110. 
CONTINUED: 


JUDGE 
When I first began to practice, I was 
poor. Not a rich man’s son like you. 
I eschewed charity cases which fall to 
the lot of a poor lawyer at first. My 
practice increased and soon I was able 
to defend cases that brought 
considerable financial returns. Always 
a prime consideration. 


ANGLE ON JOHNNY 
standing up to his father. 


JOHNNY 
(simply) 
I’m not that kind of lawyer. 


JUDGE 

(untruthfully) 
I’m not trying to persuade you to 
emulate me. One thing -- I have never 
taken a crooked case. I know when a 
client is lying. Remember the man who 
murdered his wife with a mashie on the 
golf course at the country club? The 
fee would have been princely, but I 
refused it. 


JOHNNY 
As I remember, there were witnesses. 


JUDGE 

(in his glory) 
Johnny, a lawyer of genius can 
bamboozle witnesses, convince the jury 
they were not where they swore they 
were, and could not possibly have seen 
the things they saw. However, I 
refused the case and many another like 
de 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Johnny’s smile is as ironical as the one in the photograph. 


JOHNNY 
Well, isn’t that handsome of you! 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: (2) 


JUDGE 
(goes on) 
Of course, when lucrative cases 
combine with a just cause, it is sheer 
heaven for Fox Clane. Remember how I 
defended the Milan Power Company? 
Sheer heaven and a whopping fee. 


JOHNNY 
The rates went way up. 


JUDGE 
(rationalizes) 
Son, you cannot sell your birthright 
for electricity and gas. 


JOHNNY 
(after some time) 
Often this past year I have wondered 
how responsible you are. 


JUDGE 
(flushes quickly) 
Responsible! I am the most 
responsible citizen in all the South. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
to the tune of “God Save the King”, Johnny chants -- 


JOHNNY 
God help the South... 


JUDGE 
If it weren’t for me, where do you 
think you would be? 


Johnny’s voice changes. 


JOHNNY 
A little scrap hanging on the wash 
line of heaven. 
(then) 
I never wanted to be your son. 


The judge is flushed with emotion. 


JUDGE 
Then what kind of son do you think 
would be about right for the old man? 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: (3) 


JOHNNY 
(imagines ) 
How about... Alec Sisroe? 


Both father and son enjoy a good laugh, perhaps the last 
inside joke they share between them. 


JOHNNY (Cont'd) 
Yes sir. The rates went up. 


JUDGE 
(won’t give up) 

This was a case where politics were 
involved, where the painful choice was 
the lesser of two evils. Not that I 
had any brief for Harry Breeze or the 
Milan Electric and Power, but the 
Federal Government reared its ugly 
head. Imagine when TVA and such like 
power plants control the entire 
nation. I could smell the stink of 
creeping paralysis. 


JOHNNY 
Creeping paralysis doesn’t stink. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
pontification in full glory for an audience of one. 


JUDGE 
No, but socialism does. And when 
socialism takes away self-initiative, 
that’s standardization. It might shock 
you to know that I once had interest in 
socialism and even communism. Purely 
scientific, mind you, and for a very 
brief time. Then one day I sawa 
photograph of young Bolshevik women in 
identical gymnastic costumes. Dozens 
and dozens of them all doing the same 
exercise, breasts the same, hams the 
same, every posture, every rib, every 
behind the same. And although I have 
no aversion to healthy womanflesh, 
whether Bolshevik or American, 
squatting or upright, the longer I 
studied the photograph the more I was 
revolted. Don’t tell me about 
standardization. 


(CONTINUED ) 


113. 
CONTINUED: (4) 


ON JOHNNY 
What else can he say? 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Shifting gears, the judge offers his only child a singular 
piece of advice concerning the trial of People vs. Jones. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 

The jury, son. Talk at their own 
level and for God’s sake don’t try to 
lift them above it. 


INT. JUDGE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT (BACK TO PRESENT) 
The judge stirs in his bed and looks -- 
JUDGE'S POV 


-- at the blank spot on the mantel where Johnny’s photograph 
had been. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The clock reads 9:30 when Jester enters the judge’s bedroom, 
eating a double-decker sandwich. 


JUDGE 
I counted on you for supper. 


JESTER 
(mouth full) 
I took in a show and made myself a 
sandwich when I got home -- peanut 


butter, tomatoes, bacon and onions. 


JUDGE 
Peanut butter is loaded with calories. 


He gets up, moseys over to the liquor chest, and pours some 
whiskey. 


JESTER 
(noticing) 
Where’s my father’s picture. 


JUDGE 
In the drawer over there. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


ON JESTER 
who knows his grandfather’s habits. 


JESTER 
What’s the matter? 


JUDGE 
Mad. Sad. Cheated. When I think of 
my son I often feel so. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


A sudden stillness falls on Jester’s heart. The Christmas 
CHIMES are silvery in the frosty air. He puts the sandwich 
down on the nightstand. 


JESTER 
You never talk about my father to me. 


JUDGE 
We were more like twin brothers than 
father and son. 


JESTER 
I doubt it. Only introverts commit 
Suicide. And you’re no introvert. 


The judge fills with rage in an instant. 


JUDGE 
My son was not an introvert, I’1ll have 
you know, sir. Same sense of fun, 
same mental caliber. Like blood twin 
brothers we were until he got involved 
with the Jones case. 


The old man seizes the sandwich from the nightstand and eats 
it hungrily. 


JESTER 
Tell me what it was about. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge responds at so wide an angle that the answer and 
question do not directly meet. 


JUDGE 
Johnny’s adolescence was passed when 
communism was blaring wide and 
handsome in the grandstand. 


(MORE) 
(CONTINUED ) 


115. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


JUDGE (CONT'D) 
High muckety-mucks squatting in the 
very White House itself; the time of 
TVA, FHA and FDR. And one thing 
leading to another, a Negress singing 
at the Lincoln Memorial! And my son 
defending a Nigra in a murder case. 
Johnny tried to... 


Hysteria overcomes the old man, the hysteria of the fantastic 
incongruity which strikes upon the heart’s chagrin. 


JESTER 
Don’t. 

JUDGE 
I’m not... not... laughing. 


ON JESTER 


upright in the chair, his face white. He tries to raise his 
grandfather, whose face is red as fire, to slap him on the 
back, but the weight is too heavy for him. At last the 
laughter weakens and subsides. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 

(explains) 
Hysterics is not laughter, son. It’s 
a panic reaction of confusion when you 
cannot grieve. It was thus for four 
days and nights after my son’s death. 
Doc Tatum helped haul me into the tub 
for warm baths and gave me sedatives 
and I kept on laughing -- hysterical. 
Doc tried cold showers and more 
sedation. And there I was hysterical 
and the corpse of my son laid out in 
the parlor. The funeral had to be 
held over a day. I was so weak it 
took two strong men to hold me up when 
we went down the church aisle. 


JESTER 
(quietly) 
But why get hysterical now? It’s over 
seventeen years since my father died. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
finally admitting the truth about Johnny Clane’s last days. 


JUDGE 
And in all those years not a day has 
passed that I didn’t think of my son. 


ORES) (CONTINUED ) 


116. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


JUDGE (CONT'D) 
Sometimes for a glancing time, others 
for a brooding spell. I seldom 
trusted myself to speak of him, but 
today I have remembered -- not only 
the skylarking times when we were 
young but the grown-up gravities that 
split and vanquished us. Today I see 
my son at that last trial as plainly 
as I see you now -- plainer, in fact. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
holding the chair so tightly his knuckles are white. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
His defense was masterly except for 
one fatal flaw. The fatal error was 
that the jurors never got the gist at 
all. My son argued the case as though 
he was talking to a panel of New York 
Jew lawyers instead of twelve men good 
and true in Peach County, Georgia. 
Illiterate, one and all. Under the 
circumstances his opening move was a 
stroke of genius. 


Jester opens his mouth and breathes through it, so tense is 
his silence. 


FLASHBACK: THE COURTROOM PROCEEDINGS 
as the judge describes the trial to his grandson. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
My son’s first motion was to request 
the jurors to rise and pledge 
allegiance to the American flag. The 
jurors shambled to their feet and 
Johnny read them through the rigmarole. 
Both Nat Webber and I were caught 
flatfooted. When Nat objected, I 
rapped the gavel and ordered the words 
struck from the record. But my son had 
already made his point. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
What point? 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
In one stroke Johnny had joined those 
twelve men and prompted them to 
function at their highest level. 
(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


117. 


JUDGE (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
They had been taught in school the 
Pledge of Allegiance and in speaking 
it, they were participating in a holy 
exercise. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
Why did you strike it from the record? 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
Irrelevance. But my son had lifted a 
sordid, cut-and-dried murder case to 
the level of constitutional law. My 
son went right on. ‘Fellow jurors and 
Your Honor...’ He looked hard at each 
juror as he spoke, and at me. ‘Each 
one of you has an immense 
responsibility. Nothing takes 
precedence over you and your work at 
this hour.’ 


There are many QUICK SHOTS of the players as the judge 
supplies more details. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
From the beginning, Rice Little 
maintained that his sister-in-law was 
raped by Jones, and his brother had 
every right to attempt to kill him. 
Rice Little just stood there like a 
dirty little feist dog guarding his 
brother’s property line. Nothing 
could shake him. When Johnny asked 
Mrs. Little, she swore it wasn’t so 
and that her husband tried to kill 
Jones out of deliberate malice... and 
in the struggle for the gun her 
husband was killed... a strange thing 
for a wife to swear. Johnny asked if 
Jones had ever treated her in any way 
that was not right and proper. She 
said, ‘Never,’ that he had treated her 
always like a lady. I should have 
seen something. But then eyes had I, 
but saw not. The accused had that 
peculiar color of a Nigra who is 
deathly scared. Rice Little wore his 
tight, Sunday suit, his face as hard 
and yellow as cheese paring. Mrs. 
Little just sat there, her eyes blue, 
blue and brazen, brazen. My son was 
trembling. 


Johnny Clane, speaking at his first and last trial. 


(CONTINUED ) 


118. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


JOHNNY 

(passionate) 
If two white people or two Negro 
people were being tried for this same 
accident, there would be no case at 
all, for it was an accident that the 
gun went off when Ossie Little tried 
to kill the defendant. But this case 
involves a white man and a Negro man 
and the inequality that lies between 
the handling of such a situation. In 
fact, fellow jurors, the Constitution 
itself is on trial. The words I quote 
now were written a century and a half 
ago and spoken by a million voices. 
These words are the law of our 
country. No citizen or lawyer can add 
to or subtract from them. My function 
in this court is to emphasize and try 
to implement them. Four score and 
seven years ago... 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
I rapped. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
What for? 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
These were just private words that 
Lincoln spoke, words that every 
student memorizes, but I was not bound 
to hear them quoted in my courtroom. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
I think it was terrible that you 
struck them from the record. What 
else did my father say? 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
His closing remarks, which should have 
been his most eloquent, drooped like a 
flag on a windless day. He pointed 
out that amendments following the 
Civil War were not implemented. But 
when he spoke of civil rights, he was 
so wrought up he pronounced it 
‘thivil’ which made a bad impression 
and naturally undercut his confidence. 
He said that the population of Peach 
County was almost equally balanced 
between the Nigra and white races. 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


119. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


JUDGE (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
But that there was no Nigra 
represented on the jury. The jurors 
just looked at each other, suspicious 
and puzzled. 


JOHNNY 
Is the defense being accused of 
murder, or of rape? The prosecution 
has tried to smear the defendant’s 
honor and the honor of Mrs. Little 
with sly and evil insinuation. But I 
am defending him against the 
accusation of murder. For seven 
decades these words of the 
Constitution have been the law of our 
land, but words are powerless unless 
they are enforced by law. Our courts 
remain stately halls of prejudice and 
legalized persecution as far as the 
Negro is concerned. The words have 
been spoken. The ideas have been 
shaped. And how long will be the lag 
between the words and the idea and 
justice? 


JESTER (V.O.) 
I think it was a brilliant defense. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
It didn’t work. I retired to my 
chambers to await the verdict. They 
were out just twenty minutes. Time 
enough to troop down to the courthouse 
basement and to check their decisions. 
I knew what the verdict would be. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
How could you know? 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
When rape is even rumored under such 
circumstances, the verdict is always 
guilty. And when Mrs. Little was so 
quick to speak up for her husband’s 
killer, it just looked downright 
strange. When the verdict was 
announced there was a great wail from 
Jones’ mother. Johnny turned ghost 
pale, and Mrs. Little swayed in her 
chair. Only Sherman Jones seemed to 
take it like a man. 


INT. JUDGE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT (RETURN TO PRESENT) 
Jester looks at his grandfather. 


JESTER 
(puzzled) 


The Negro was named Sherman? Sherman 


is not a common name. 


JUDGE 


After General Sherman marched through 


Georgia many a colored boy was named 
fOr Nits 


JESTER 
(thinks ) 
I don’t see it. 


JUDGE 
Neither did I at the time. If I had 
just used my God-born sense in that 
courtroom, or if my son had confided 
in me... 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
about to get his answer. 


JESTER 
Confided what? 


JUDGE 
That he was in love with that woman, 
or thought he was. 


JESTER 
(suddenly shocked) 


But he couldn’t be! He was married to 


my mother! 


JUDGE 


Like blood twin brothers we are, son, 


instead of grandfather and grandson. 
Same innocence, same sense of honor. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
After a moment, Jester is accepting and curious. 


JESTER 
What was Mrs. Little like? 


120. 


(CONTINUED ) 


121. 
CONTINUED: 


JUDGE 
A hussy. She was very pale, very 
pregnant, very proud. 


JESTER 
Pregnant? 


JUDGE 
Very. When she walked through the 
streets it was as though she expected 
the crowds to part for her and her 
baby like the Red Sea parted for the 
Israelites. 


JESTER 
Then how could my father have fallen 
in love with her? 


JUDGE 
Falling in love is the easiest thing 
in the world. It’s standing in love 
that matters. This was not real love. 
It was love like you are in love with 
a cause. Besides, your father never 
acted on it. My son was a Puritan and 
Puritans have more illusions than 
people who act out every love at first 
sight, every impulse. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jester is sorry, and yet becomes thrilled with the drama. 


JESTER 
How terrible for my father to be in 
love with another woman and be married 
to my mother. Did she know? 


JUDGE 
Of course not. My son only told me 
the week before he killed himself, he 
was so upset, so shocked. 


JESTER 
About what? 


The final purge is almost enjoyable. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 
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(2) 


JUDGE 
To make an end to the story, after the 
verdict and execution, Mrs. Little 
called for Johnny. She had had her 
baby and she was dying. 


Jester’s ears turn very red. 


JESTER 
Did she say she loved my father? 
Passionately, I mean? 


The judge must disappoint Jester. 


ON JESTER 


adamant. 


JUDGE 
She hated him and told him so. She 
cursed him for being a fumbler, for 
airing his ideas of justice at the 
expense of his client. She maintained 
that if he conducted the case as pure 
self-defense, Sherman Jones would be a 
free man. A dying woman, ranting, 
wailing, cursing. She said that 
Sherman Jones was the cleanest, most 
decent man she had ever known and that 
she loved him. She showed Johnny the 
newborn baby, dark-skinned and with 
her own blue eyes. When Johnny came 
home he looked like he’d been over 
Niagara Falls ina barrel. I just let 
him talk away, then I said, ‘son, I 
hope you have learned a lesson. That 
woman couldn’t possibly have loved 
Sherman Jones. He is black and she is 
white.’ 


JESTER 
Grandfather, you talk like loving a 
Negro is like loving a giraffe or 
something. 


JUDGE 
It wasn’t love. It was lust. Lust is 
fascinated by the alien, the perverse 
and the dangerous. That’s what I told 
Johnny. Then I asked why he took it 
so to heart. 

(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED ) 


123. 
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JUDGE (CONT'D) 
Johnny said: ‘Because, I love Mrs. 
Little, or would you have me call it 
lust?’ Either lust or lunacy, I said. 


JESTER 
What happened to the baby? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
The judge is animated. 


JUDGE 
Evidently, Rice Little took the baby 
and left it on a pew of the Holy 
Ascension Church. He’s the only one I 
can figure out. 


JESTER 
(matter-of-fact) 
Is it our Sherman? 


JUDGE 
(warns ) 
Yes, but don’t tell him any of this. 


JESTER 
(has to know) 
Did my father kill himself the day 
Mrs. Little cursed him? 


JUDGE 
He waited until Christmas, a week 
later, after I thought it was all over 
and done with. That Christmas started 
like any other, opening presents in 
the morning, and piled-up Christmas 
wrapping under the tree. His mother 
gave him a pearl stickpin and I gave 
him a box of cigars and a shockproof, 
waterproof watch. I remember Johnny 
banged the watch and put it in a cup 
of water to test it. Since we were 
like blood twin brothers I should have 
felt the mood of his despair. Was it 
normal to horse around with the watch 
like that? Tell me, Jester. 


JESTER 
I don’t know, but don’t cry, 
Grandfather. 


(CONTINUED ) 


124. 
CONTINUED: (4) 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 


weeping for his son at last. The journey into the past which 
he had shared with his grandson has mysteriously unlocked his 
stubborn heart. A voluptuary in all things, he now sobs with 
abandon and finds it sweet. 


JESTER (Cont'd) 
Don’t, Grandfather. Don’t, Grandy. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
After hours of remembrance, the judge returns to the present. 


JUDGE 
He’s dead. My darling is dead but I’m 
alive. And life is so full of a 
number of things. Of ships and 
cabbages and kings. That is not quite 
right. Of ships and, and -- 


JESTER 
(prompts ) 
Sealing wax. 


The judge seems rejuvenated. 


JUDGE 

That’s it. Life is so full of a 
number of things, of ships and sealing 
wax and cabbages and kings. This 
reminds me, I’ve got to get a new 
magnifying glass. The print of the 
Milan Courier gets wavier every day. 
And last month a straight was staring 
me in the face and I missed it -- 
mistaking a seven for a nine. I was 
so vexed I could have burst out 
bawling. 

(then) 
And furthermore, I’m going to get a 
hearing aid although I’ve always 
maintained they were old-ladyish. 


Living in the here and now and dreaming of a more vivid 
future, the judge is content. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The old man lies back and closes his tear-drenched eyes. 
Jester pulls the blanket up and tucks his grandfather in. 


125. 


INT. JUDGE'S FOYER - EVENING 


The judge adjusts the hallway clock as Jester prepares to go 
out. 


JESTER 
I finally decided what I want to do 
with my life. Should I tell you 
before I go out? 


The judge is skeptical. 


JUDGE 
Why, certainly. 


Jester leans over, whispers into the old man’s ear. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
(surprised) 
The Lord knows I never encouraged it. 
But if that’s what you want to do, 
son, I will support you to the best of 
my ability. 


Secretly the judge is overjoyed. He cannot help showing it. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
So you want to emulate your 
grandfather? 


JESTER 
I want to be like my father. 


JUDGE 
(fine) 
Your father, your grandfather... just 
another Clane off the old block. 


JESTER 

I’m so relieved. I thought about so 
many things I could do in life. Play 
the piano, fly a plane. But none of 
them exactly fitted. I was like a cat 
always climbing the wrong tree. 

(then) 
‘Bye, Grandfather. 


He is gone, leaving the judge to consider if what just 
happened actually happened. He smiles to himself. 


126. 


INT. JUDGE’S KITCHEN - MORNING 


Verily arrives, puts her hat on the rack but does not begin 
the day’s house cleaning. She just stands there, stubborn and 
implacable. 


VERILY 
(calls out) 
Judge. I want them papers. 


JUDGE (0.S.) 
What papers? 


VERILY 
The gov’ment papers. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge comes from the living room. To his amazement and 
the ruin of his first cigar, he listens to Verily describe 
Social Security. 


VERILY (Cont'd) 
I pays part of my salary to the 
gov’ment and you supposed to pay part. 


JUDGE 
(scared) 
Who’s been talking all that stuff to 
you? 
VERILY 


Folks was talking. 


JUDGE 
Now, Verily, be reasonable. Why do 
you want to pay your money to the 
government? 


VERILY 
Because it’s the law and the gov’ment 
is catching folks. Folks I knows. 
It’s about this here income tax. 
ANGLE ON JUDGE 


His worst nightmare. 


JUDGE 
Merciful God, you don’t want to pay 
income tax! 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


ON VERILY 
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VERILY 
I does. 


JUDGE 
(soothing but firm) 
You have got this all mixed up. 
(adding helplessly) 
Why, Verily, you have been with us 
close on to fifteen years. 


She’s rehearsed this and remains insistent. 


VERILY 
I wants to stay in the law. 


JUDGE 
And a damn interfering law it is. 


The truth finally comes out -- 


THE JUDGE 


VERILY 
I wants my old-age pension when the 
time comes for it. 


JUDGE 
What do you need that for? I1’11 take 
care of you when you are too old to 
work. 


VERILY 
Judge, you’re beyond three score years 
and ten. 


does not care for reference to his mortality. Indeed, the 
situation makes him fit to be tied. 


VERILY (Cont'd) 
There’s a lady will figure out them 
gov’ment papers, pay me forty dollars 
a week, and give me Saturday and 
Sunday free. 


The judge’s heart beats so fast his face changes color. 


JUDGE 
Well, go to her! 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: (2) 


VERILY 
(sympathetic) 
I can find somebody to work for you, 
Judge. Ellie Carpenter will take my 
place. 


JUDGE 
Ellie Carpenter! You know good and 
well she doesn’t have the sense of a 
brass monkey! 


VERILY 
Well, how about that worthless Sherman 
Pew? 


JUDGE 
Sherman is no servant... no trained 
servant. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Verily knows 


what she wants. 


VERILY 
There’s a lady will figure out the 
gov’ment papers, pay me forty dollars 
a week, and give me Saturday and 
Sunday free. 


The judge grows angrier. But, wanting peace and comfort, the 
old man tries to back down. 


The judge is 


JUDGE 
I will pay the Social Security for you 
myself. 


VERILY 
(quickly) 
I don’t trust you. 
(then ) 
This woman will figure out my gov’ment 
papers, pay me forty dollars a week... 


fuming. 


JUDGE 
Then go to her! 


VERILY 


(surprised) 
Right now? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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JUDGE 
(raises his voice) 
Now, goddammit! I’11 be glad to be 
rid of you! 


ANGLE ON VERILY 


Her lips grimace with anger, but she will not let herself 
speak. She carefully puts on her hat without so much as a 
glance around the kitchen. She does not tell the judge 
goodbye as she stomps out the back door. 


MONTAGE: MUSIC OVER 
INT. LIVING ROOM 


The house is absolutely silent and the judge is afraid to be 
alone in his own house. 


EXT. COURTHOUSE SQUARE —- DAY 


The judge looks all around, trying to pick up a servant, but 
has no success. 


INT. BARBERSHOP 

The judge gets a haircut, shave and a manicure. 
INT. TAYLOR HOTEL, GREEN ROOM 

The judge kills time over a drink. 

INT. CRICKET TEA ROOM 

The judge spends two hours over his lunch. 

INT. PHARMACY 

The judge speaks with J.T. Malone. 

INT. JUDGE’S KITCHEN - EVENING 


The judge fries steaks for himself and Jester, and Jester 
washes the dishes. END MONTAGE. 


INT. TRAIN, CLUB CAR - DAY 


J.T. Malone rides alone on a northward journey. Two whiskeys 
and the seafood platter elevate his spirits. 


130. 


INT. JOHNS HOPKINS RECEPTION AREA - FOLLOWING MORNING 
Malone explains to the Receptionist. 


MALONE 
I want the best diagnostician in this 
hospital because the GP’s in my 
hometown are so behind the times I 
don’t trust them. 


MONTAGE : 


The familiar examinations, the wait for slides and tests, and 
finally the too-familiar verdict. 


INT. TRAIN - DAY 

Sick with rage Malone takes the day coach back to Milan. 
INT. HERMAN KLEIN’S JEWELRY SHOP - DAY 

Malone places his watch on the counter. 


MALONE 
(obsessed) 
This watch loses about two minutes 
every week. I demand that my watch 
keep strict railroad time. 


KLEIN 
I overhauled this watch just two weeks 
ago. And where are you going that you 
have to be on strict railroad time? 


Malone clenches his fists until the knuckles whiten. 


MALONE 
What the hell business is it of yours 
where I’m going! What the fuckin’ 
hell! 


ANGLE ON HERMAN KLEIN 


The jeweler looks at Malone, his customer for close on to 
twenty years. 


MALONE (Cont'd) 
If you can’t give me proper service 
I’1ll take my trade elsewhere! 


Then, grabbing his watch, Malone leaves. Herman Klein just 
stares after him. 


11s 


EXT. MALONE’S STREET 


Malone walks along and comes upon a ball on the sidewalk. He 
kicks it with the full force of anger. A Girl, about 10, 
watches from her porch as it flies across the street and 
smashes against a parked car. 


INT. JUDGE’S LIVING ROOM - DAY 
Sherman rattles off before the judge. 


SHERMAN 
I’1ll give you injections, make your 
drinks, run your errands. I won’t 
read to you, write letters for you, 
especially ones about Confederate 
money and slavery. 


JUDGE 
(concedes ) 
That is all fine with me, son. 


SHERMAN 
And I don’t want to hear a word about 
Jester becoming a lawyer. 


JUDGE 
Agreed. 
(then) 
Now go to my office in the courthouse 
and look in the steel filing case 


under ‘C.’ I wish to review my 
achievements as set forth in the 
newspapers. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
Delighted. He has never been in the judge’s office. 
SHERMAN 
(repeats) 
The steel filing case under ‘C.’ 
JUDGE 
Don’t monkey around with my important 


papers. Just take the clippings. 


SHERMAN 
I don’t monkey around. 


(CONTINUED ) 


132. 
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JUDGE 
(already demanding) 
Give me a toddy before you go. It’s 
twelve o’clock. 
INT. COURTHOUSE CORRIDOR 


Sherman stands before CLANE & SON, ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW etched 
upon a frosted glass door. With a little thrill, Sherman 
unlocks the door and enters the sunny room. 

INT. JUDGE'S OFFICE 

After taking out the file marked “Clippings,” Sherman meddles 
with other papers in the steel cabinet, not looking for 
anything in particular, just a born meddler. 

ANGLE ON FOLDER 

The name “Sherman Jones” appears on Johnny’s brief. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman’s head sways as he reads the papers. He cannot 
believe his eyes. It’s all so otherwise than he had dreamed. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 

His ears are waterfalls of disgrace and shame. No, Marian 
Anderson had not been his mother, nor Lena Horne, nor Bessie 
Smith. He had been tricked. He had been cheated. He wants 
to die like the Negro man -- his father -- had died. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

Slowly, Sherman replaces the folder, his energy all but gone. 


INT. JUDGE’S LIVING ROOM 


The judge is up from his nap. Sherman is so weak he just puts 
the clipping file limply on the table and starts to leave -- 


JUDGE 
Where are you going? 


SHERMAN 
(doesn’t know) 
To do something. Do something. 


After Sherman is gone, the judge puts his magnifying glass to 
a clipping and begins to read, engulfed in his greatness. 


13.36 


EXT. COURTHOUSE - AFTERNOON 


Early May, Sherman drinks from the white fountain in the 
square, hoping for some attention. No one seems to notice. 


INT. BUS STATION 

Sherman uses the white men’s room and again no one notices. 
INT. BAPTIST CHURCH 

Sherman sits in a back pew during the service. Nothing. 
INT. WHELAN’S DRUGSTORE 

Sherman sits at the counter. Finally -- 


CLERK 
Get away, nigger, and never come back. 


Sherman seems happier about this than about not being noticed. 
EXT. JUDGE’S BACKYARD - LATE AFTERNOON 

Through the glassy still air, Sherman cuts from the judge’s 
backyard to the lane. Jester’s dog Tige jumps on his 
shoulders and licks his face. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


who just snaps, walks over to the clothesline, tears a line 
down and makes a noose. He glares at the dog with venom. 


INT. SHERMAN’S HOUSE - FOLLOWING MORNING 
Sherman awakens to POUNDING at the front door. 


JESTER (0.S.) 
(screaming) 
Sherman! 


When Sherman opens the door, patting water on his face, a 
distraught Jester practically drags him to the judge’s yard. 


EXT. JUDGE’S BACKYARD 
The dog, stiff in death, hangs against the blue May sky. 
JESTER 
(crying) 
Tige, Tige. How? Why? 


(CONTINUED ) 


134. 
CONTINUED: 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester turns to Sherman who stares at the ground. A nightmare 
suspicion comes to Jester which is suddenly affirmed by 
Sherman’s downward-cast face. 


JESTER (Cont'd) 
Why, Sherman? Why did you do this 
insane thing? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jester goes to the shed and gets a shovel. Sherman follows. 


SHERMAN 
How did you know right away I done it? 


JESTER 
Your face, and I just knew. 


SHERMAN 

(sad) 
I see you walking that white man’s 
dog, getting dressed up in them 
seersucker pants, going to the white 
man’s school. Don’t nobody care about 
me. I do things, don’t nobody notice. 
Good or mean, nobody notices. People 
pet that goddamned dog more than they 
notice me. And it’s just a dog. 


JESTER 
But I loved him. And Tige loved you 
too. 

SHERMAN 


I don’t love no white man’s dog and I 
don’t love nobody. 


JESTER 
But the shock. I can’t get over it. 


ON SHERMAN 
thinking of the courthouse papers. 


SHERMAN 
You’re shocked. You ain’t the only 
one who has been shocked. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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JESTER 
A thing like this... makes me think 
you ought to be in Milledgeville. 


SHERMAN 
Milledgeville! I’m too smart, kid, 
for Milledgeville. Nobody else would 
believe what I done about the dog. 
Even a crazy-doctor. If you think 
that is something crazy, you wait and 
see what else I am going to do. 


INT. JUDGE’S LIBRARY 
The judge thinks he is conveying news. 


JUDGE 
How about that? The dog must’ve died 
in his sleep. 


Sherman is surprised and pleased that Jester did not reveal 
the truth about Tige. Then, Sherman waves a letter in front 
of the judge. 


SHERMAN 
You see this? It’s a letter I wrote 
to an Atlanta agency to rent a house. 


JUDGE 
A house? 


SHERMAN 
My own house. 
(adding) 


I’m going to get a money order and 
mail it right now with the letter. 


The judge tries to stop Sherman as he’s leaving. 


JUDGE 
What about my injection? 


SHERMAN 
Oh, you can get somebody else to do 
that. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


It dawns on the judge that Sherman is not coming back. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 
JUDGE 
You mean you’re leaving me high and 
dry? 
SHERMAN 


High and dry, Judge Clane. 


He exits. The judge reads the Milan Courier with his 
magnifying glass. 


EXT. SHERMAN’S NEW HOUSE - DAY 


Sherman fumbles with the keys. His new home is around the 
corner from Malone’s house, right next door to the three 
little houses Mrs. Malone inherited. A corner market is just 
beyond, and after that the neighborhood is Negro. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


But shabby and beaten-up as it is, Sherman’s house is in the 
white section. 


MONTAGE: MILAN STREETS 


A mover’s truck delivers a baby grand piano and beautiful, 
genuine-antigquey furniture; 


SAMMY LANK and the Lank brood live right next door. At last, 
Sherman is noticed; 


In front of the pharmacy, Sammy Lank complains to Malone. The 
news spreads through the town like wildfire. END MONTAGE. 


EXT. JUDGE’S BACKYARD 


Sammy Lank, BENNIE WEEMS and MAX GERHARDT mill around the 
backyard as the judge tries privately to convince Malone -- 


JUDGE 
He’s left me high and dry. I am too 
furious to fool with him any longer. 
(adding) 

I don’t hold with violence any more 
than you do, J.T., but when a thing 
like this comes up I feel it is my 
duty to act. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 


who is secretly excited. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


ON MALONE 


L376 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
It’s not people like you and me, J.T., 
who will be affected if things like 
this go on. I am speaking for the 
poor, for the unprofited. We leading 
citizens have to be the spokesmen for 
the downtrodden. Did you notice Sammy 
Lank when he came up? I thought he 
was going to have apoplexy. All 
worked up as what he should be since 
he rents the house next door. How 
would you like to be living next door 
to a Nigra? 


MALONE 
(concedes ) 
I wouldn’t like it. 


JUDGE 
Your property would depreciate, the 
property old Mrs. Greenlove left your 
wife would depreciate. 


who appears unusually peaked. 


MALONE 
For years I have advised my wife to 
sell those three houses. They have 
turned into nothing but a slum. 


JUDGE 
You and I as foremost citizens of 
Milan... 


Malone is meekly proud to be bracketed with the judge. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
--. you and I have our property and 
our positions and our self-respect. 
Poor Sammy Lank has nothing but the 
color of his skin. It is a sad 
commentary on human nature, but the 
Sammy Lanks of this world only have 
the Nigra to look down on. You and I 
have our pride, the pride of our 
blood, the pride in our descendants. 
What does Sammy Lank have except those 
slews of white-headed triplets and 
twins and a wife worn out with child- 
bearing? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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The two men look over at Sammy, who smiles back at them. 
INT. JUDGE’S CAR - NIGHT 


A full May moon illuminates Jester at the wheel behind 
Malone’s pharmacy. The judge and Malone are with him. 


JUDGE 
(to Jester) 
You go on home, son. Some of the boys 
will bring us home. 


Malone and the judge go into the pharmacy. Malone turns on 
just one dim light and the ceiling fan. 


INT. COMPOUNDING ROOM 
Jester sneaks in to spy on the gathering. 
JESTER’S POV 


SHERIFF McCALL, a man with dainty purplish hands and a broken 
nose, stands between the judge and J.T. Malone. 


MALONE 
does not know what the meeting will be like. 
MALONE’S POV - VARIOUS 


He expected a group of leading citizens, but except for 
Hamilton Breedlove, the cashier at the Milan Bank & Trust, and 
Max Gerhardt, the chemist at the Nehi plant, there are none. 
There are old poker cronies of the judge, and there is Bennie 
Weems and Sport Lewis and Sammy Lank. Some other new arrivals 
Malone knows by sight, but they are nameless. 


A group of boys arrives in overalls. Ragtag and bobtail for 
the most part, they are halfway liquored up and there is the 
atmosphere of a carnival. A bottle is passed around and put 
on the fountain counter. Before the beginning of the meeting, 
Malone already regrets that he has lent his pharmacy to it. 


ON MALONE 


He knows tonight he is seeing the weaknesses of these ordinary 
people, their little uglinesses. No, none of them are leading 
citizens. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
The round yellow moon shines through the window. 


JUDGE 
Is everybody here that’s coming? 
(then) 
It’s ten o’clock. I guess so. 


The more than a dozen people gather around the old judge. 


Jester, on pins and needles, watches wide-eyed from the 
compounding room. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 

(eloquent ) 
Fellow citizens, are there no zoning 
laws in this town? Do you want coal- 
black niggers moving in right next 
door to your house? Do you want your 
children crowded in the back of the 
bus while coal-black niggers sit in 
the front? Do you want your wife 
carrying on behind the back fence with 
nigger bucks? 


The crowd mutters: “No. Goddammit, no.” 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
Are we going to let the zoning of our 
town be decided by niggers? I ask 
you, are we or are we not? 


He drives his fist into the counter. The gavel has been 
sounded. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Whiskey is passed around, fueling a fraternity of hate. 
Malone looks at the moon, wishing he were home with Martha. 


HOARSE VOICE 
Who’s going to bomb the bastard? 


BENNIE WEEMS 
Should we draw lots, Judge? 


Before the judge can answer, Bennie Weems starts tearing 
strips of paper, then marks an ”“X” on one strip. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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MALONE 
is cold, confused by the bustle. 


MALONE 

(dry voice) 
Can’t we just talk with the Nigra? I 
never liked him, even when he was your 
houseboy, Judge. Just a biggity, 
disrespectful, and a thoroughly bad 
Nigra. But violence or bombing I 
don’t hold with. 


THE JUDGE 
leans over to persuade Malone. 


JUDGE 
No more do I, J.T. And I am fully 
cognizant that we, as members of this 
citizens’ committee, are taking the law 
into our own hands. But if the law 
doesn’t protect our interests and those 
of our descendants, I am willing to go 
around the law if the cause is just and 
if the situation threatens the 
standards of our community. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Bennie Weems hands out the slips of paper. Then -- 


BENNIE WEEMS 
Everybody ready? The ‘X’ mark is it. 


Malone loathes Bennie Weems, a weasel-faced garage man and a 
real liquor-head. 


ANGLE ON COMPOUNDING ROOM 


Jester hugs the wall so closely that his face is pressed 
against a medicine bottle. He must warn Sherman, but doesn’t 
know how to get out of the drugstore without being discovered, 
so all he can do is listen. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sheriff McCall proffers his Stetson. 


SHERIFF 
You can take my hat. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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The judge draws first and the others follow. Malone’s hands 
tremble as he lifts the balled-up paper. 


MALONE’S POV - VARIOUS 


Everyone unrolls his paper under the dim light. Malone sees, 
one after another, the slackened faces of relief. 


MALONE 


in his fear and dread, is not surprised when his unrolled 
paper has an “X” on it. 


MALONE 
(deadened voice) 
I guess it is supposed to be me. 
(voice rises) 
But if it’s bombing or violence, I 
Can’ t.-do:- it. 


Everybody looks at him. 


MALONE (Cont'd) 
Gentlemen, I am too near death to 
murder. 
(embarrassed, yet 
strong) 
I don’t want to endanger my soul. 


The men think Malone has gone stark raving mad. 


SAMMY LANK 
Chicken. 


MAX GERHARDT 
Well, be durned. Why did you come to 
the meeting? 


MALONE 
A year ago my doctor said I had no 
more than sixteen months to live, and 
I don’t want to endanger my soul. 


BENNIE WEEMS 
What is all this talk about soul? 


MALONE 
(ashamed) 
My immortal soul. 


BENNIE WEEMS 
What the fuck is an immortal soul? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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MALONE 
I don’t know. But if I have one, I 
don’t want to lose it. 


THE JUDGE 
seeing his friend’s embarrassment, is embarrassed in turn. 


JUDGE 
Buck up, son. 
(then, to the men) 
J.T. here doesn’t think we ought to do 
it. But if we do do it, I think we 
ought to do it all together, because 
then it’s not the same thing. 


Having made a fool and a spectacle of himself in public, 
Malone has no face to save, so he cries out -- 


MALONE 
But it is the same thing. Whether one 
person does it or a dozen, it’s the 
same thing if it’s murder. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


Crouched in the compounding room, Jester never thought old Mr. 
Malone had it in him. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sammy Lank spits on the floor and says again -- 


SAMMY LANK 
Chicken. 
(adding) 
I’1ll do it. Be glad to. It’s right 
next to my house. 
All eyes turn to Sammy Lank who is suddenly a hero. 
INT. SHERMAN’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 


Jester has broken the news. Sherman’s face turns ashen, the 
pallor of dark skin in mortal fright. 


JESTER 


is still angry about his dog, but sees Sherman as if for the 
first time on that summer evening almost a year ago. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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SHERMAN 
is so tense that suddenly he begins to laugh. 


JESTER 
Don't act like that, Sherman. You’ve 
got to get out of here. You’ve got to 
leave this house. 


But Sherman looks around the room with the bought-on-time baby 
grand piano, the bought-on-time genuine antique sofa and two 
chairs, and begins to cry. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


In the glow of the firelight, Sherman’s tears fall purple and 
gold against his face. 


JESTER (Cont'd) 
(repeats) 
You've got to leave this place tonight. 


SHERMAN 
(a familiar wild mood 
swing) 
Leave my furniture? And you haven’t 
even seen the bedroom suit, with the 
pink sheets and boudoir pillows. Or 
my clothes. 


He throws opens the closet door. 


SHERMAN (Cont'd) 
Four brand new suits. Hart, Schaffner 
& Marx. 
(gestures ) 
And the kitchen, with all modern 
conveniences. And all my own. 


In an ecstasy of ownership, Sherman seems to have forgotten 
all about the fear. 


JESTER 
But didn’t you know this was going to 
happen? 

SHERMAN 


But it’s not going to happen! I 
invited guests with lovely invitations 
to a house-warming party. 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


JESTER 


144. 


(2) 


SHERMAN (CONT'D) 

I bought a case of Lord Calvert’s 
bottles in bond, six bottles of gin, 
six bottles of fine champagne. We are 
having caviar on crisp toast, fried 
chicken, Harvard beets, and greens. 

(looks around the room) 
It’s not going to happen because, boy, 
you know how much this furniture cost? 
It’s going to take more than three 
years to pay for it and the liquor and 
the clothes. 

(goes to the piano and 

strokes it lovingly) 
All my life I have wanted an elegant 
baby grand. 


is very upset. 


JESTER 
Stop talking about baby grands and 
parties. Don’t you realize this is 
serious? 


SHERMAN 
Why should they bomb me? Me who is 
not even noticed. 


JESTER 
But now you’ve been noticed. Why 
don’t you go North where people don’t 
mind so much? I know that if I were a 
Negro, I’d certainly light out for the 
North. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman’s house has suddenly become his entire world. 


SHERMAN 

But I can’t. I have rented this house 
with my good money and moved in this 
beautiful furniture. For the last two 
days I have been arranging everything. 
And if I do say so myself, it’s 
elegant. 

(then) 
You want to see my new green suit? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman, wild with tension and excitement, goes to the closet 
and puts on his Nile green silk jacket. Jester, trying 
desperately to cope with the veering Sherman, watches while 
Sherman prances about. 


JESTER 
I don’t care about all this furniture 
and suits but I do care about you. 
Don’t you realize this is serious? 


Sherman begins to pound middle C on the piano. 


SHERMAN 
Serious, man? Me who has kept a black 
book all my life, and you talk about 
serious? Did I tell you about 
vibrations? I vibrate, vibrate, 
vibrate! 


JESTER 
Stop pounding the piano like a lunatic 
and listen to me. 


SHERMAN 
(stubborn, hurt) 
I have made my decision. So I am 
going to stay right here. Right here. 
Bombing or no. 


JESTER 
Well you have got to do better than 
sorry. You have got to move. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman looks directly at his friend Jester. 


SHERMAN 
Sorry... about your dog. 


JESTER 
Forget the dog. The dog is dead. And 
I want for you to be living always. 


SHERMAN 
(begins to laugh) 
Nobody lives for always, but when I 
live I like to live it up. 


146. 


EXT. SHERMAN’S HOUSE 


Jester leaves, and looks back through the window at his friend 
Sherman laughing and pounding on middle C. 


EXT. ALLEYWAY -— FOLLOWING AFTERNOON 


Sammy Lank meets with Max Gerhardt, who has made two bombs for 
the event. Sammy carefully places them in a burlap bag. 


EXT. SHERMAN’S HOUSE - EVENING 


The round moon rises in the soft sky. Sammy Lank holds a bomb 
in his hand, looking at Sherman through the open window. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman plays the piano beautifully, and Sammy watches him, 
wondering how a nigger could learn to play the piano. 


Then Sherman begins to sing. His strong dark throat is thrown 
back, and it is at that throat that Sammy aims the bomb. 


Since he is only a few yards away, the bomb is a direct hit. 
After the first bomb is thrown, a feeling savage and sweet 
comes back to Sammy Lank. He throws the second bomb and the 
house begins to burn. 


SAME SCENE - ANOTHER ANGLE (MINUTES LATER) 


A crowd already gathers. Neighbors, even Malone himself. The 
FIRE TRUCKS SHRILL. 


Sammy Lank knows he got the nigger, but waits until the 
ambulance comes. He watches them cover the torn dead body. 


The crowd waits for the fire to be put out, then moves in. 
They haul the baby grand out to the yard. A drizzling rain 
sets in. 


The Reporter from the Milan Courier writes up tomorrow’s big 
story. 


INT. CITY HOSPITAL, MORGUE - FOLLOWING MORNING 
The judge stands with the Negro Undertaker and signs papers to 


have Sherman’s body removed. He then hands over five hundred 
dollars in U.S. greenbacks for the funeral. 


147. 


INT. JUDGE'S ATTIC - DAY 


Jester wraps the Tristan score he inscribed to Sherman and 
places it in a trunk that holds his father’s belongings. 


CLOSE ON TRUNK 


Old photos, a baseball glove, and baby shoes rest next to the 
score. 


JESTER 


does not weep. He is strong, even determined, as he locks the 
trunk. 


EXT. SHERMAN’S HOUSE - DAY 


Jester pulls up to the bombed house, where four of the Lank 
brood play “Chopsticks” in the front yard. The sky is the 
fresh and tender blue that follows a long rain. The piano is 
already ruined and out of tune. 


JESTER 
(calls out) 
Is your father there? 


CHILD 
No he ain’t. 


INT. JUDGE’S HOUSE, LIBRARY 


Jester has returned home. He opens a cabinet and removes the 
pistol his father had used to shoot himself. 


INT. JUDGE’S CAR 


Jester cruises around town slowly. When he hears “Chopsticks” 
still being played on Sherman’s ruined piano, he beats the 
steering wheel with his fists. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Finally, Jester spots Sammy Lank lounging against Malone’s 
drugstore. 


JESTER 
(beckons ) 
Sammy. You want to come with me to 
the airport? I’11 take you on an 
airplane ride. 


(CONTINUED ) 


148. 
CONTINUED: 


Sammy is beaming. He’s already a celebrity. Jester Clane 
taking him for an airplane ride? He jumps in the car. 


INT. TRAINING MOTH 


Jester taxis down the tiny runway, ready to take off. Sammy 
is beside him. The pistol is hidden in Jester’s pocket. 
Above the NOISE OF THE ENGINE -- 


JESTER 
Ever been in an airplane before? 


SAMMY LANK 
No sir, but I’m not scared. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester makes a perfect take-off. The blue sky and the fresh 
windy atmosphere quicken his numbed soul. The plane climbs. 


JESTER 
Was it you who killed Sherman Pew? 


Sammy only grins and nods. 


JESTER (Cont'd) 
Do you have any life insurance? 


SAMMY LANK 
Nope. Just younguns. 


JESTER 
How many younguns are there? 


SAMMY LANK 
(proud) 
Fourteen. Five of them grown. 


Sammy seems petrified with the plane ride but tries to hide 
his nervousness. 


SAMMY LANK (Cont'd) 
Me and my wife almost had quints. 
There were three younguns and two 
things. Every time me and my wife 
used to think of the quints up there 


in Canada -- rich, famous, mother and 
daddy rich and famous too -- a little 
quinch came in us. 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


149. 
CONTINUED: 


SAMMY LANK (CONT'D) 
One time me and my wife took all the 
younguns to Canada to see those quints 
in their little glass playhouse. Our 
younguns all got the measles. 


JESTER 
That’s why you had so many children. 


SAMMY LANK 
Yep. We wanted to hit the jackpot. 
And me and my wife were naturals for 
borning twins and triplets and such. 
We never did hit it. But there was 
this article in the Milan Courier 
about our triplets. It’s framed on 
our living room wall. And now that my 
wife has changed life, it’s all over. 
I’1ll never be nothing but Sammy Lank. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


The grotesque pity of the story makes Jester laugh that 
laughter of despair. Having laughed and despaired and pitied, 
he knows he cannot use the pistol. For in that instant the 
seed of compassion, forced by sorrow, has begun to blossom. 


Jester slips the pistol from his pocket and drops it out of 
the plane. 


SAMMY LANK (Cont'd) 
(terrified) 
What’s that? 


JESTER 
Nothing. 
(then) 
Do you want to go down? 
SAMMY LANK 


has turned green. 


SAMMY LANK 
No, I ain’t scared. 


So Jester circles on. 


150s 


EXT. RUNWAY 

His odyssey of passion, friendship, and revenge now finished, 
Jester gently lands the plane and lets Sammy Lank out -- to 
brag to his family that he is now so well-known that even 
Jester Clane had taken him up on an airplane ride. 


EXT. MILAN STREET - DAY 


Malone watches as Bennie Weems, and then Sheriff McCall, take 
their business to Whelan’s Drugstore. 


MALONE 
(to himself) 
To hell with all of them. 


But Malone’s face shows concern that perhaps he’s jeopardized 
future business by taking such a hard stand at the meeting. 


INT. MALONE’S HOUSE, BEDROOM -— MORNING 
Malone lies in bed, squinting against the sunrise. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Martha gently props his head up against the pillows. 
MARTHA 

It’s just this first hot spell. When 

you get accustomed to the weather you 

will feel better. 
MALONE 
knows full well how he feels is not due to the weather. Yet a 
strange lightness has come upon his soul and he exalts -- he 
is no longer a man watching a clock without hands. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Martha sits in the chair beside him, knitting. A vase of 
Snapdragons sits on a table nearby. As she knits, Malone 
looks at his wife. His love for her that had so receded has 
returned in full bloom. 


INT. MALONE’S LIVING ROOM 


Dr. Milton speaks in whispers with Martha. 


151. 


INT. MALONE’S BEDROOM 

Malone does not care that they are talking about him -- he 
does not worry, he does not wonder. His head is propped up 
against a brand-new pink bedrest. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Through with the doctor, Martha enters with a glass of ice 
water. Malone rubs his feet against a hot water bottle. 


MALONE 
Darling, no man has ever had such a 
wife as you. 
INT. KITCHEN 
Martha is alone at the sink, crying quietly to herself. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Martha makes a milk shake for her husband and surreptitiously 
puts two eggs in it. 


INT. MALONE’S BEDROOM - MORNING 
He’s reading the May 16th edition of the Milan Courier. 
MALONE 
Here’s a story of a man who saved a 
child from a burning house and lost 
his own life. 
He looks up toward Martha and his children, Ellen and Tommy. 


INT. MALONE’S BEDROOM (LATER) 


Malone is asleep. He wakes abruptly as the judge bursts into 
the room with veins pulsing in his temples. 


JUDGE 
I came to get some Miltown, J.T. Have 
you heard the news on the radio? 


He looks at Malone and is shocked. Sorrow battles with the 
old judge’s fury. 


JUDGE (Cont'd) 
(softer) 
Excuse me, dear J.T. But have you 
heard? 


(CONTINUED ) 


152. 
CONTINUED: 


Martha answers for her husband. 


MARTHA 
Well, what is it, Judge? Heard what? 


JUDGE 
(sputters) 
The Supreme Court has made a 
horrendous decision... school 
integration... 


MARTHA 
(flabbergasted) 
Well, I vow! 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
The wheels are spinning in his infuriated head. 


JUDGE 
There are ways we can get around it. 
It will never happen. Writing it into 
law is one thing but enforcing it is 
another. A car is waiting; I am going 
down to the radio station to make an 
address. I will rally the people. I 
want something terse and simple to 
say. Dramatic. Dignified and mad, if 
you know what I mean. I’11 make it up 
on the way to the station. Don’t 
forget to hear it. It will bea 
historic speech and will do you good, 
dear J.T. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone’s love for the old judge calls him back from dying. He 
reaches out and squeezes the old man’s hand and smiles. 


INT. RADIO STATION 


In the soundproof room of the radio station, the judge latches 
onto the microphone like a professional. 


ON JUDGE 
Angry, defiant -- expecting at any moment a little seizure, or 
worse -- the judge cannot contain himself and when the 


microphone is turned on, he plunges in with whatever comes 
into his enraged mind. 


(CONTINUED ) 


153. 
CONTINUED: 


JUDGE 
Fourscore and seven years ago, our 
fathers brought forth on this 
continent a new nation, conceived in 
liberty, and dedicated to the 
proposition that all men are created 
equal. Now we are engaged in a great 
civil war, testing whether that 
nation, or any nation so conceived and 
so dedicated can long endure. 


The judge knows dimly that what he is saying is not what he 
wants to say. 


JUDGE (Cont’d) (Cont'd) 
(louder ) 

We are met on a great battlefield of 
that war. We have come to dedicate a 
portion of that field as a final 
resting place for those who here gave 
their lives that that nation might 
live. It is altogether fitting and 
proper that we should do this. 


INT. JUDGE’S CAR 


Jester is parked in front of Sherman’s house as the baby grand 
is hauled away. He listens on the car RADIO -- 


JUDGE (V.O.) 

(shouts ) 
Quit poking me. 

(then) 
But, in a larger sense, we cannot 
dedicate -- we cannot consecrate -- we 
cannot hallow this ground. The brave 
men living and dead who struggled here 
have consecrated it far above our poor 
power to add or detract. The world 
will little note nor long remember 
what we say here... 


RADIO VOICE (V.O.) 
For chrissakes! Cut it! 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
Don’t cut me off. 


Jester smiles. 
INT. RADIO STATION 


A RECORD of “I Love Paris” from the musical Can-Can PLAYS. 
(CONTINUED ) 


Lees 
CONTINUED: 


JUDGE 
(urgent) 
It’s just the other way around! I 
mean it, just the other way around! 
Please don’t cut me off! 


INT. MALONE’S BEDROOM 


Confused, Martha switches off the radio. Her husband is 
laughing. 


MARTHA 
I don’t know what he was talking 
about. What happened? 


MALONE 
(savors the moment) 
Nothing, darling. Nothing that was 
not a long time in the making. 


Malone does not care about the Supreme Court integrating 
schools. 


MARTHA 
Honey, can I get you anything? 


Malone looks lovingly at his wife. 
MALONE 
My darling, yes, just some cold water 
without any ice. 


Martha kisses her husband on the cheek. 


MARTHA 
I'll be right back. 


MALONE 
Thank you, my sweet darling. 


She goes to the kitchen, leaving Malone to smile after her. 
INT. MALONE’S KITCHEN 


Martha fills a glass from a water pitcher in the refrigerator, 
then pauses a moment when she hears a SIGH from the bedroom. 


Martha composes herself, stands up straight and strong, and 
heads for the bedroom, leaving the glass of water on the 
kitchen counter. 


155. 


EXT. MILAN STREET - NIGHT 


MUSIC OVER. It’s Sherman’s jazz piano. Jester drives 
aimlessly through town. Before going home he stops under a 
streetlight and gazes at the stars. In one corner of the sky, 
the brightest star winks at Jester. As Jester’s eyes smile 
back, we -- 


FADE OUT. 


THE END 


